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CANTO  XXI. 


DEFEAT  AT  QUEENSTOWN. 


JL*>*:: 


ARGUMENT. 

Invocation....rhristie  succeeds  in  crossing  the  River.. ..The  Second 
Battlo....The  Volunteers  refuse  to  embark... .The  Third  Battle.... 
General  Van  Renssclaer  endeavours  to  rouse  tlie  Patriotisai  of 
ihc  Volunteer»....Thc  Fourth  Bailie... .The  Death  of  the  Traitor.. 
The  Ghost  of  Morris. 

The  scene — Lewistown,  Fort  George,  and  Queenstown...  The  time 
is  about  eight  hours. 


FREDONIAD. 


CANTO  XXI. 

THOU  spirit-breathing  power — celestial  Muse  ! 
With  thoughts  sublime  my  weary  mind  infuse — 
Thy  stream  ofheavcn — O  pour  it  on  my  tongue, 
That  I  may  sing  a  never-dying  song  ! 
Inflame  my  bosom  witli  thy  holy  fire, 
That  I  may  reach  the  summit  of  desire. 
I  sink, — I  faint, — my  ardour  cools  away — 
My  harp  is  loose — the  fretted  strings  decay. 
I  feel  my  notes  to  languish  as  they  flow — • 
The  musick  of  my  heart  hath  lost  its  former  glow.    10 

The  more  I  sing,  more  boundless  seems  my  song — 
New  actions  rise,  that  claim  the  poet's  tongue. 
Hope's  pictur'd  dreams  have  kept  my  soul  serene — 
For,  long  ere  this,  I  fancied  to  have  seen 
The  Angel  Peace,  with  spotless  robes  descend, 
Th'  exhausting  labours  of  my  song  to  end  : 

So  once,  in  youth,  while  angling  up  the  brook, 
And,  as  I  pass'd,  from  flowers  th'  aroma  shook, 
Big  clouds  arose  in  thunder  from  the  west — 
I  heard — but  felt  no  terror  in  my  breast.  20 
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1  sought  a  sheltering  rock  : — At  length  was  past 
The  deep,  dark  clouds,  slow  moving  on  the  blast. 
The  sun  with  golden  robes  the  landscape  dress'd, 
Like  groves  and  vales,  where  dwell  th'  immortals 

bless'd. 

The  beauteous  rainbow  kiss'd  the  breathing  hill, 
Which  made  sweet  musick  in  each  fibre  thrill. 
I  bounded  o'er  the  brook  with  streaming  eyes, 
And  clomb  the  steep  to  grasp  the  heavenly  prize; — 
But  ah,  ascended  to  the  flowcr-wrcath'd  brow, 
Th'  alluring  charm  was  in  the  vale  below  !  30 

The  more  I  strove  to  seize  the  painted  arch. 
More  swift  it  fled,  delusive  in  its  march  : 

Thus  like  the  rainbow  passing  o'er  the  plain, 
The  more  I  sing,  more  lengthening  seems  my  strain. 

Thy  suppliant  here  by  charity  is  fed — 
At  night,  he  slumbers  'neath  a  leaky  shed — 
Mock'd  and  rcvil'd  by  Slander's  scorpion  tongue, 
That  he  should  vainly  dare  the  epick  song. 
The  great  frown  on  me,  like  a  winter's  chill, 
The  infant  bud  of  all  my  hopes  to  kill  :  40 

But  ah,  of  these  I  never  will  complain, 
Nor  want  of  homo,  if  thou  \vilt  aid  my  strain — 
Succour  my  strength,  till  I  my  theme  shall  close — 
My  Country  sav'd  victorious  from  her  !•>•  -s  ; 
Then,  on  some  happy  spot  I'll  blithesome  toil, 
And  earn  my  bread  in  Freedom's  teeming  soil. 

Reckless  could  I  the  haughty  slight  endure 
Of  scoffing  priile,  though  miserably  poor — 
Hut  O  a  friend,  a  bosom  frit-mi   h  ,\<     I. 
Who.  independent,  should  her  wants  suppl\.  50 
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In  blessing  her,  O  bear  me  on  the  wing, 
Whilst  I  with  hurried  notes,  the  battle  sing — 
'Tis  thou  canst  drive  impatience  from  my  breast, 
And  make  me,  all  a  mortal  can  be,  blest  ! 

By  this,  the  Fiend,  whose  sceptre  governs  hell, 
Had  spent  his  power  ; — subsided  was  the  swell  : 
And,  if  the  Muse  be  sufler'd  to  express 
In  figure,  greater  actions  by  the  less, 
As  when  a  whale  in  Arctick  ocean  far, 
Beneath  the  beams  of  heaven's  unalter'd  star,  60 

Floats  on  the  deep,  watching  the  finny  brood, 
Intent  their  sportive  gambols  to  delude, 
And  gorge  his  maw  with  satisfying  food  : 
Lo,  in  the  act  to  leap  upon  his  prey, 
A  whale-man  ready,  with  a  bold  assay 
His  weapon  plunges  forth  !     He  feels  the  blow, 
And  hurries  furious  to  the  depths  below — 
His  anger  burns — the  craggy  rocks  he  breaks — 
They  crash  within  his  jaws — foundation  shakes 
Of  ocean's  bed.     Now  whirling  from  beneath,  70 

He  foams  to  gain  th'  exhaustion  of  his  breath, 
The  troubled  billows  eddying  mark  his  rise — 
He  comes  !  the  waters  dash  upon  the  skies. 
Dizzy  he  wheels  in  agony  of  pain — 
Boiling  the  waves,  he  seeks  the  depths  again, 
But  finds  no  rest.     He  thunders  to  the  shore, 
Reddening  his  progress  with  a  stream  of  gore  ; 
He  ploughs  the  gravelly  bottom  with  his  head, 
And  forms  new  channels  for  the  ocean's  bed — 
Tearing  foundations  of  the  sea  away,  80 

And,  with  a  deluge,  spouts  them  into  day. 
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At  length  o'ercomo  with  toil — and  spent  his  blood, 
He  yields  to  fan-   :ind  dies  upon  the  flood  : 

So  by  the  virtue  of    Fredonia's  spear, 
The  Fiend  exhausted  left  the  waters  rlcar. 
Christie  eniharks  and  <jlid«  s  his  warriors  o'er, 
And  joins  with  Wool  upon  the  hostile  shore. 

As  Time  proclaim'd  the  second  watch  of  night, 
Myers  on  his  charger,  leaping  like  a  flight, 
Enter'd  the  f.utre--.  .enter'd  on  a  rock,  90 

And  made  tho  danger  manifest  to  Hrork  : 

•*  Knight  of  Detroit  !  behold,  I  come  express — 
Qucenstown,  alarm'd,  awaits  \\ith  eagerness 
To  greet  you  there.     Look  not  in  wonderment — 
Tho  eagle  foe  is  plan  liiiu  a  descent  ; 
A  swift  deserter,  bearing  Arnold's  name, 
Hath  upen'd  their  design  to  storm  with  flame. 
Though  Vincent's  heart  heats  full,  yet  he  desires 
That  you  would  aid  him  to  strike  dead  their  lire.-." 

ly  joy  is  with  the  valiant.      Forth  I'll  go,        100 
And  with  Invim  ildes  their  flag  subdue. 
W.-llaco,  be  ready  to  depart  at  day 
To  bind  your  brow  with  laurels  in  (he  : 
Cad  well,  hurl   bombs  upon  Niagara's  rock, 
That  nono  from  tli  aid  tin  m  in  the  shock 

At  Quocnstown  battlements.     \\  .•  must  exceed 
Our  efforts  at  I)e:mii,  or  lose  tho  meed 

Of  that   triumphant  da\ .       With  bosonn  steel'd, 
Meet  breast  to  Im  .1  -t.  tin    euem\    in  field — 

For  Brown,  nor  Scott,  nor  1'ike,  i,  elaer,    110 

Have  Hulls  of  souls  to  fly  like  coward  deer — 
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Hence  must  our  valour  burn.     But  why  this  stay  1 
Perhaps,  they  now  are  making  the  essay — " 

Rapid  he  marches  by  the  wall'd-up  stream — 
The  path  discernible  by  coral  beam, 
Which  trembles  from  the  stars — while,  from  the  fort, 
Cadwel!  hurls  thunderbolts  with  dire  report 
At  rock  Niagara — but  Freedom's  son, 
The  bold  MacFreely,  answers  gun  for  gun. 

Brock  gain'd  a  distant  prospect  of  the  Height,    120 
As  the  first  sound  gave  notice  of  the  fight. 
He  urged  his  cohorts  at  the  din  of  arms. — 
The  shout  of  onset — sudden  flash — alarms, 
Kindled  sublime  the  movements  of  his  soul 
To  join  the  battle  and  augment  its  roll. 
His  efforts  were  in  vain.     The  eagle  rose, 
Ere  he  could  bring  his  squadron  to  oppose. 

"  What  darkness  !  what  eclipse  !     Warriors,  be 
hold, 

What  sad  disaster  strikes  the  heart's  blood  cold  ! 
Our  conquer'd  cannon  streams  with  hostile  fire,      130 
From  which,  in  loose  array,  our  ranks  retire  ! 

"  Now  prove  Invincible  in  deed  and  name, 
And  from  the  foe  yon  battlements  reclaim  ; 
'Tis  not  with  him,  who  held  Detroit,  we  fight, 
But  men,  who  brave  contention  desperate. 
Your  every  nerve  of  warrior  strength  must  rise, 
Or  yield  the  standards  to  our  enemies  ! 
Maintain  what  once  ye  were  in  Egypt, — then 
Your  names  will  rise  magnificent  with  men  ! 

w  And  when  yon  banner  ye  shall  overthrow,       140 
Administer  sweet  mercy  to  the  foe. 

2      VOL.    III. 
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Tlie  deeds  of  Proctor  darken  with  disgrace 
Tin'  Albion  name  beneath  the  s;ivagc  race. 

"  These  rocks  we'll  circle,  till  we  gain  their  rear, 
Then,  rushing  violent  with  lire  and  spear, 
Scatter   their  ranks.      Invincible*  !   advance  ! 
And  do  siu-h  deed>  as  rais'd  the  throne  of  France  ! 
Prove — prove  the  same, — yea,  prove    your  bosom* 

flow 
With  that  to  bring  their  starry  banner  low. 

He  Ilanfd  their  passions  with  a  bold  desire —       150 
Clad  in  deep  scarlet,  like  a  cloud  of  fire, 
Rear  of  the  Heights,  in  solid  band   they  move, 
Their  strength  and  martial  discipline  to  prove. 

And  now,  O-jilvie,  bleeding  on  the  heath — 
But  not  dissolving  in  the  mist  of  death, — 
To  Wi>«d.  transfers  the  honour  of  command — 
(But  three  times  sixty  constitute  the  band.) 
A  soul  unshaken   in  the  carnage  storm, 
Smiling  at  dairjer  in  '^wildest  form. 

The  instant  I'rock  witli  icy  arms  appeared,  160 

Wool,  whom  each  soldier  in  his  heart  rever'd, 
(Jre.it  in  his  daring  thus  :    "  Your  bosoms  swell, 
That  t"  a<-hi.'\e,  that  ^li.'ll  in  memory  tell. 
Shrink  not  in  thought  —  tin  ir  numbers  disregard — 
I  '  pi.ints  hard  ! 

A  (barge,  homt-drivn,  will    ;  uith  awe, 

And  clierk  their  ru-b  of!  tyonotJ  in  the  war. 
Yea,  Ml*  their  forward  p-ission  will  appal — 
We  coiupn  1...  i  live,  or  in  on:  II  '" 

Onward  be  led  them  in  their  Mreii"th  of  mind,     170 
Ero  they  could  p  n  ugcrous  work  designed. 
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Lo,  Brock  himself  was  smitten  to  behold 
Th'  unequal  onset   of  the  patriots  bold. 
His  legions  froze  to  mark  the  daring  band 
Sweep  like  a  blast  athwart  a  desert  land, 
Horrid  with  steel  !  —  His  soul  return'd  to  Brock — 
He  flew  from  rank  to  rank  to  break  the  shock, 
Which  made  them  think  of  death  :   "  Why  stand  with 

awe  ? 

Inflame  the  heart  ! — Move  forward  to  the  war  ! 
Plunge   gory  with    the   blade  !       Charge  death   for 

death —  180 

From  wounds,  that  touch  the  vitals,  let  them  breathe  !" 

The  Britons  roll  in  wrath.     The  battle  bleeds — 
Wool's  infant  band  achieve  immortal  deeds  : 
They  stand  like  blazing  rocks  in  horrent  mood, 
Slaking  the  thirst  of  their  parch'd  steels  in  blood. 
But  Brock  outnumbers — circles  them  around, 
Like  clouds,  when  charg'd  with  fire  !     At  last,  the 

ground 

Slow,  by  degrees,  they  yield — th'  o'erwhelming  might 
Of  Albion's  power  obtains  the  field  of  fight. 

But  Wool,  though  broken,  forms  his  ranks  again, 
And  checks  the  foe's  progression  on  the  plain — 
Thrice,  thrice  he  charges  with  the  steel  in  hand — 
Thrice  he  recedes  before  the  kingly  band. 

At  length,   like  quenchless  fire,   the   conquering 

Brock 

Compels  the  patriots  to  the  jutting  rock, 
Which  hangs  suspended  o'er  Niagara  flood — 
Yet  still  they  face  the  battle,  bath'd  in  blood  ! 
One  step— one  backward  step — they  fall  the  height, 
Where  but  to  look,  is  horror  to  the  sight ! 
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On  either  side,  death  circles  them  around —  200 

But  lo,  they  smile  at  death  with  lightnings  crown'd  : 

So  since  the  morning  of  creation's  birth, 
Fast  chain'd  with  links  of  adamant  to  earth, 
The  Isle,  that  separates  .Niagara's  flood, 
Scowling  defiance, — on  the  rock,  hath  stood. 
The  iloods  descend  with  foaming  in  their  might, 
To  loose  and  plunge  it  headlong  down  I  ho  height. 
The  flaming  heavens  unsparing  thunders  peal, 
Whilst  the  torn  elements  convulsions  ft  < -1. 
But  yet,  the  Island,  at  the  edge  of  fate,  210 

Stands  firm,  unshaken  'gainst  tli  weight 

iviiii.'  u. tiers — maddening  to  <iN| 
The  solid  f.istrnings  from  their  rock-ribb'd  base  : 

Like  this,  \Vool  stands  upon  the  beetling  rock, 
I'umovM — against  the  energies  of  Brock. 

But  now, — so  pressing  th'  unet|u.il  strife, 
A  heartless  soldier,  to  prr-em-  his  life, 
On  bayonet's  point — in  panick  of  despair, 
Displays  a  flag  subniis>i\i    in  tin-  air  ! 

Wool  dwelt  in  all  the  field  !      Turning  his  eye,   220 
He  m-i  kM  tin-  siun  of  pale  submission  fly- 
Sad  in  tin-  hree/e  !      Indignant  at  the  si.-ht, 
He  rusli'd  to  save  the  yielding  of  the  li  ;ht. 
Ho  burnt  with  inward  lire  ! — with  nervous  hand, 
He  snatrh'd  the  flan,  ami  ground  it  in  the  sand  ! 

ir  shame  the  coward  deed  !      Wh.it,  cringe  and 
kneel 

And  sue  to  bo  a  captive  ?     Ply  the  steel  ! 
What,  yield  and  deign  to  live  ?     Die  first,  and  then 
'Twill  be  sufficient  time  to  yield  like  men  ! 
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"  See — from  Niagara's  stream,  our  warriors  rush  ! 
Stand  in  your  strength  ! — the  enemy  we'll  crush  ! 

But  once,  death's  visit " 

(Broken  falls  his  arm  !) 
"  Smile  at  the  blast,  and  make  the  heart's  blood 

warm  !" 

He  clos'd,  as  Christie  to  his  succour  came — 
His  hand  in  blood — his  bosom  in  a  flame  : 

"  Behold  our  brothers,  press'd  upon  the  Height  ! 
Hard  gripe  the  steel,  and  forward  to  the  fight  ! 
Let  death  be  seen  upon  our  path  behind — 
On — on,  ye  brave,  like  heaven's  o'erwhelming  wind  !" 
At  Christie's  order,  they  suppress'd  the  fire,        240 
And  rush'd  with  bayonet,  or  to  live — expire. 
The  strength  of  Brock,  invincible  no  more, 
Sinks  on  the  field  with  bosoms  spouting  gore. 
They  waver — reel — give  way,   like  clouds,  when 

driven 
By  wild  tornadoes  through  the  waste  of  heaven. 

Brock,  with  indignity,  the  field  beheld, 
And  turn'd,  and  pour'd  his  spirit  on  the  field  : 
"  Royals  !  how  deep,  indelible  the  shame  ! 
What,  will  ye  vanish  and  renounce  your  fame  1 
Where  is  your  rich  inheritance  of  pride  ?  250 

Wheel  on  the  enemy  ! — the  storm  abide  ! 
Chafe  the  heart's  fountain-stream — and  raise  on  high 
The  Cross, — as  in  the  days  of  chivalry  ! 
Yea — and  as  late  upon  Iberia's  plain, 
Ye  drove  the  Gauls,  like  chaff  in  hurricane  ! 
And  will  you  fly  from  half  your  numbers  here  t 
Blot  out  the  word  !     Let  deeds  of  death  appear  ! 
2*    VOL.  in. 
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My  footsteps  follow,  and  decide  tin-  field, 

With  Daughter  grip'd  in  hand  !     Think  not  to  yield, 

But  on  and  dash  the  fire  " 

His  speerh  is  o'er —  260 

Rent  arc  his  vitals  through.  A  gush  of  gore 
Slides  his  lungs — he  falls, — his  charter  Hies, 
M  me  loosen'd  in  the  wind — the  \v;irrior  dies  ! 

Thus  Jove's  immortal  plant,  in  years  of  prime, 
Resists  the  power  of  northern  blasts  sublime — 
But  lo,  a  woodman  passing  with  his  U 
Strikes  to  its  heart — its  strength  becomes  as  wax  ; 
Its  leafy  honours  wilier  every  blow — 
And  soon  it  crashes  with  its  o\ertlm>w  : 

Such  was  the  fall  of  Brock — his  country's  pride — 
His  aid,  MacDonald,  welters  by  his  .side. 
In  future  years,  a  monument  will  rise, 

U  iii-re  on  the  Height  he  bleeds — to  unit.'  ihe  skie*. 

II   :  oes  hereafter  will  delight  to  nil, 

How,  in  the  ardour  of  the  strife,  he  till. 

Lov'd  by  his  friend — respected  by  his  foe — 

In  peace  a  father  to  the  child  of  wo. 

•  »••••••• 

The  royals  form'd — and,  for  the  moment,  stood*— 

But  when  they  saw  thrir  •.•••iu-ral  pour  his  blood, 
Tiiev  lied  like  scattor'd  slu-ep — tlieir  shepherd  slaJD 
By  the  grim  monarch  of  the  desert  plain. 

•  •••••••• 

Meantime  at  Lewistou  n,  the  troops  displayed, 

And  Renssclaer,  (while  Wool  was  li-litini:,)  said  : 
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"  Scott,  Wadsworth,  Boyd,  your  warriors  lead  to 

field  ! 

There  be  their  price  of  Liberty  reveal'd. 
I  forth  shall  give  you  succour.     Strong,  pause  not 
To  climb  the  Height — never  in  fame  forgot. 
On  right  of  Wool  will  your  division  stand, 
And  left  of  Scott,  the  lion  of  the  land. 

"  See  Wool  and  Christie  in  a  cloud  of  fire  !        290 
Hasten  to  aid  them,  or  their  souls  expire  !" 

Scott,  Wadsworth,  jealous  for  their  fame,  depart, 
A  diamond  valour  burning  on  their  heart. 
The  troops,  in  files,  proceed  upon  their  rear  ; 
In  a  light  pinnace  follow'd  Rensselaer. 
But,  as  they  touch'd  the  beach,  Brock  pour'd  his  life, 
And  Wool  and  Christie  conquer'd  in  the  strife. 

And  now,  the  whole  with  Rensselaer  unites, 
To  whom  his  future  purpose  he  recites  : 

"  Behold,  our  arms  a  second  time  have  won  !     300 
On  fields  more  brilliant,  never  look'd  the  sun 
In  all  his  paths  through  heaven  !     But,  valiant  men  ! 
We  brief  must  guard  against  the  changing  scene 
Of  wayward  victory  :  Totten,  draw  with  skill 
The  lines  of  bulwark  to  defend  the  hill. 
Such  deeds,  uncquall'd,  will  descend  to  fame, 
And  give  a  brightning  halo  to   our  name." 

With  mathcmatick  art,  the  engineer 
Designs  the  labour — eager,  on  his  rear 
Hardy  pi'neers  invade  the  stubborn  soil —  310 

Mixing  the  songs  of  triumph  with  their  toil. 

* 
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While  thus  upon  the  Heights  their  souls  were  fir'd, 
Deeds  of  dark  name  at  Lewistown  transpir'd  : 

Discord,  invisible,  hurl'd  round  the  camp, 
Pondering  some  circumstance,  by  which  to  cramp 
The  arms  of  Liberty.     At  length,  In-  chose 
This  art, — to  cast  the  nation  into  woes  : 

His  shape  lie  fashions  to  a  man  of  age, 
His  visage  deep,  to  counterfeit  a  s 
fiis  eyebrows  large  o'erahade  a  solemn  320 

That  seems  though  musing  on  mortality. 
It  oft  on  heaven  in  mockery  would  roll, 
As  though  he  held  religion  in  his  sutil  ; 
And  by  the  pomp,  which  solemn  lie  usufl 
His  features  dark  look  poring  on  the  tombs. 

\\  lieu  taslii.Hi'd  thus — sedate,  he  pass'd  along 
The  eastern  volunteers  to  \isii  Strong, — 
Who,  when  lie  saw  him,  ilisbelievM  his  ryes  : 

"  Not  him,  it  cannot  lie,  whom  I  surmise  ! 

My  brother,  is  it  he  ! 

"  U  hen  !••!"(  you  home  ?          33O 
Hast  thoti  to  aid  us  with  thy  warriors  come  '/" 

"  Wairiors  !   with  murderers  ?  no."     (The  Fiend 

ll'd, 

Right  glad  his  person  h.id  de<ei\M  his  mind) 
My  soul  is  peace  —  it  .shrinks  from  cruel  wars — 
Save  those  made  righteous  \>\  a  i  iL'htecms  cause. 
But  never  I  'gainst  I>i  itain  could  unsheath, 
For  any  cause — the  scimitar  of  death — 
It  shucks  —  it  lilecds  my  soul — the  Hulvvark  name. 
1       t  guards  our  faith,  as  u  nil  a  wall  ..('  llaine 
Against  th-  ••  •!      A  i  i-hteoiis  (iod,  J50 

For  this  rank  war,  dissolves  the  land  in  blood  f 
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"  With  brother's  love,  you  tender  I  conjure, 
To  wash  your  hands  and  make  your  poace  secure, 
While  yet  sweet  grace  remains.     Tho  damning  sin, 
If  you  proceed,  will  crush  thy  soul  within  ! 

"  For  this  sole  purpose,  distant  have  I  rode — 
Yea — to  proclaim  the  terrors  of  a  God, 
Who  frowns  upon  this  work  !     Pass  not  the  wave- 
But  O,  these  lives  vouchsafe  in  mercy  save  ! 
Pass  not  the  nation's  line  !  beyond  which  mark     350 
'Twill  be  to  you  as  murder  to  embark — 
Yes — murder,  calm  conceiv'd — yea,  cold  as  frost — 
You'll  suffer  hell  for  every  soul  that's  lost  ! 
I  see  a  deep  damnation  round  thy  brow  ! 
Infernal  flames  are  kindling  for  you  now  ! 

'*  And  what  if  England  have  impressed  our  men — 
Should  we  for  that  in  horrid  arms  be  seen  ? 
Ah  no,  my  brothers — tears  and  contrite  prayers, 
Would  show  more  Christian  than  these  ruffian  wars. 
Yea — better  kneel  in  pious  virtue  meek,  360 

And  when  she  strikes  us,  turn  the  other  cheek. 

"  O  cease  this  strife  of  blood  !     My  bosom  yearns, 
That  thou  should'st  fly  the  dreadful  hell  that  burns — 
Thy  friends  will  joy,  as  o'er  the  prodigal, 
When  he  return'd  from  husks  of  infidel." 

While  thus  the  counterfeit  of  Strong  he  show'd, 
At  different  parts,  when  high  the  accents  flow'd, 
He  touch'd  the  brother's  hand  : 

As  when  a  snake, 

Coil'd  in  the  matted  grass,  with  eye  awake, 
Watches  with  shining  crest  the  labouring  swain,      370 
As  down  he  sweeps  the  beauty  of  the  plain — 
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A  favourM  time  he  leaps  the  le;ip  of  death  ! 
Deep  in  the  peasant's  heel  he  l'.cii!>  his  teeth  ! 
Quick  the  hot  poison  circles  throtu'h  his  veins — 
Tin-  youth  turns  purple,  gasping  on  the  plains  : 

So  tin-  Fiend's  touch  contaminates  each  part, 
Each  nerve  —  his  brain — the  centre  ot'liis  heart. 

"  Alas,  each  circumstance  I  sadly  mourn — 
For  me,  no  longer  shall   thy  hosom  yearn — 
Thy  voice  hath  made  me  to  my  faith  return.  380 

••  My  squadrons  now  in  waitintr,  I'll  address, 
And  on  their  minds  the  wickedness  impn  — ." 

\Vh--n  ha->ty  these  tcknowledgoieati  were  done, 
11     'has,  dissuading,  to  his  troops  he<run  : 

"  'Tis  time  we'd  learnt  of  wisdom  :     Ah,  too  long, 
We've  Icagu'd  in  slaughter  lor  imaginary   wrong  ! 
Behold  the  line — the  limit  of  our  shore  ! 
And  he  who  wills  to  die,  may  pass  it  o'er — 
But  let  him  pause,  ere  he  is  reckless  driven 
Headlong  to  death  in  violence  of  heaven  !  390 

"  What's  a  few  mariners  depriv'd  of  rijdit, 
To  be  compar'd  to  this  unrighteous  fight  ? 
Dcclar'd  to  gratify  our  rulers  \ile, 
Who,  at  its  carnage,  raise  a  scoffing  smile  ! 
Alas,  unholy  and  unchristian  men 
Have  In-  ip'd  upon  our  heads  this  damning  sin  ! 
A  blow  is  struck — a  fatal  lil  >w  indeed — 
Faith,  Honour,  Justice,  and  Religion  hleed  ! 
O  shame  !  by  us  the  gauntlet  should  be  hurl'd 

:  her,  who  li_'li's  the  battles  of  the  world  !  !  400 

"  Kentu.  ky  cried  fur  war — for  blood — ()  think  ! 
Avenging  <«ud  hath  ::i\en  her  blood  to  drink  ! 
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At  Raisin's  shore  her  very  heart  was  riven, 
In  awful  justice,  by  an  outrag'd  heaven  ! 
And,  at  Miami,  by  express  I've  heard, 
That  Dudley's  band  hath  felt  the  savage  sword  ! 

"  Return  to   reason — cleanse  your  hands  from 

blood — 

Lo,  wrath  eternal,  should  you  pass  the  flood, 
Will  smite  with  death  !     Hope  not  to  be  forgiven — 
You'll  fall  like  dead  things  with  the  curse  of  heaven  !M 

As  when  the  east  damp  rises  from  the  sea —        411 
Young  Nature  dancing  in  the  robes  of  May, — 
And  breathes  a  chilly  vapour  o'er  the  earth, 
Which  kills  the  tender  blossoms  in  their  birth  : 

So  words  of  Strong  laid  ice  upon  the  soul — 
Disunion  blights  their  character  the  whole  ! 

"  We'll  choose  the  better  part.     Niagara's  flood 
Never  we'll  pass  to  murder  them  in  blood  !" 

But  Dexter,  faithful  mid  the  faithless,  stands — 
Indignant  he  beheld  th'  apostate  bands —  420 

Forsook  the  traitor  who  the  lines  had  stay'd, 
And  these  exertions  like  a  patriot  made  : 

"  Wherefore  is  this  ?     O,  never  you'll  forsake 
Your  brothers  in  the  field  !  your  honour  break  ! 
Lost  in  wild  passion,  man  doth  often  stray, 
Eccentrick,  wandering  from  the  narrow  way, 
Where  Wisdom  lights  the  path.     Through  Error's 

maze, 

Frequent  our  footsteps  rove — but  if  we  raise 
Remitting  eyes — and  leave  the  part  of  youth, 
Our  foibles  fade  before  the  beams  of  truth.  430 
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"  Return.      I'll  lead  you  forth.      Ascend  yon 

Height, — 

And  this  deep  darkness  be  dissolv'd  in  light  ! 
Prove  that  your  souls  have  worth — and  climb  the 

way — 
And  share  the  glories  of  this  glorious  day  ! 

"  File  in  tin;  line  of  march  !     To  faith  return — 
Return  and  be  redcem'd — yea,  be  your  souls  new 
born  !" 

The  disaffected,  ere  his  speech  was  said, 
Hiss'd  him  contemptuous,  with  ;i  w.u^iiu:  head. 

But  Dexter  found  within  his  breast  support, 
And  bore  with  cheek  uncrimsonM  tin-  retort.  440 

The  whole,  by  Discord  were  of  strength  subdu'd — 
And  Dexter  left  them  in  his  solitude. 

Now,  at  the  Heights,  while  they  their  toils  pursu'd, 
Colloose,  the  savage,  bursted  from  the  wood  ! 

"  Wool,  \Vads\vorth,  Christie,  Scott  .'"(thus  Rens- 

sclaer, 

Urgent  exclaim'd,)     "  Hell's  agency  appear 
Like  darkness  cruudinu  forth  ! — I)i*pla\ — had  on  ! 
And,  with  drawn  falchions   let   their   blood-streams 


run 


If! 


The  warriors  swift  prcpar'd  them  for  th«-  fight, 
Harness'd  for  battle  to  attest  their  mi  450 

To  whom  the  veteran  thus  :  "  Your  deeds  this  day 
Will  live  till  life  shall  moulder  to  decay  ! 
Twice  have  ye  fouplii,  ami  ;\\  i< -e  thr  fn  Id  acquir'd, 
And  gave  the  soil  the  ii<  \\< •*  it  <l<  ij 
Now,  once  again  you'll  • 
And  cause  the  savage  in  their  blood  to  kne«  I. 
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Harden  your  bosoms  as  with  iron  mail — 
And  when  ye  strike,  let  life  be  seen  to  fail  !" 

This  said,  he  wheel'd,  and  hasten'd  to  the  shore 
To  learn  what  circumstance  delay'd  the  power        460 
Of  Strong  at  Lewistown  : — he  cleav'd  the  flood 
With  Bloom — made  honour'd  with  the  robes  of  blood. 

Meantime  the  savage,  darkening  in  their  might, 
With  royals  scatter'd  on  the  field  of  fight- 
Impetuous,  onward  at  a  signal  rush, 
The  ranks  of  Freedom  at  a  blow  to  crush  ! 

Scott,  Wadsworth,  Christie,  Boyd,  in  strength  arise 
With  fire  kindling  the  brave  !     Nor  savage  cries, 
Nor  peals,  nor  vollied  flames,  their  souls  dismay, 
But,  like  a  storm,  roll  darkening  to  the  fray,  470 

Or  the  dire  plunging  of  Niagara's  flood — 
Drenching  their  thirsty  falchions  in  the  blood 
Of  savage  life  !     Lo,  as  they  thrust,  they  feel 
The  bleeding  heart  convulsing  on  the  steel  ! 
The  tumult  shakes  the  earth.     A  cloud  of  death, 
Pregnant  with  fire,  hangs  dreadful  o'er  the  heath  ! 

At  length,  the  foe  in  such  profusion  bleeds, 
He  breaks — and  as  he  flies,  the  cloud  recedes  ! 

Thus  had  the  patriots  thrice  the  victory  won, 
Ere  to  the  west  two  hours  the  rapid  sun  480 

Had  drove  his  car.     Not  since  a  warrior's  name, 
Were  ever  fields  more  worthy  of  their  fame. 

Scarce  Rcnsselaer  had  landed  on  the  beach, 
When  Dexter  met  him,  and  in  grievous  speech 
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Revcal'd  the  treason — the  appalling  cause, 
That  made  the  volunteers  like  d;i-t  irds  pause. 
The  tongue  of  Rcnsselaer  denies  to  speak — 
While  pale  and  crimson  struggle  in  his  cheek. 
<  Jricf  's  ashy  cleathness  seems  to  triumph  now — 
Then,  anger's  fire  melts  ofT  the  pallid  snow.  490 

His  tongue  at  length  found  speech  :  "  And  can  it  be. 
That  Strong  has  acted  in  his  treachery  ? 
Confusion  strike  him  !      Darkness  blind  the  day  .' 
(iriof  drowns  my  heart.     O  haste  with  mo  away — 
And  have  you  stood  alone  ?  no  soul — not  ono 
To  brace  thy  side — all, — all  revolted — gone  ? 

••  <  -real  is  that  mind  that  can  resist  thu  power 
Of  rank  corruption  in  the  sliding  hour — 
And  stem  the  current  of  opposing  tide, 
And  disregard,  when  scoffing  tongues  deride —          500 

:i  im.dler'd  in  thy  faith  the  while, 
Full  in  the  teeth  and  censure  of  the  vile  ! 
Thy  virtue  will  have  fame  !     But  time  is  lost — 
I  must  endeavour  to  re<  I.iiui  the  host." 

This  said — with  Dexter  and  the  wounded  Bloom, 
He  sought  the  disaffected,  to  illume 
Their  hearts  with  patriot  flann-  :  •   li  i-.mnot  be, 
That  you'll  forsake  us  at  this  urgency  ? 
Thrice  hath  l!  n  the  batlle  touer'd — 

With  one  to  five  the  regal  strength  o'erpower'd  !         310 
Egypt's  InviiH  i\M   a  shock, 

From  wh'n-h  they'll  never  rise — the  death  of  Brock  ! 
"  Brothers,  companions,  friends  !  come,  lend  your 
aid  — 

We'll  do  such  deeds  as  ne'er  in  time  shall  fade  .' 
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With  speed  of  wings  the  traitor  wretch  hath  fled, 
Whose  syren  voice  your  generous  hearts  misled. 
Be  lifted  in  the  cause  !   walk  forth  in  light, 
And  shroud  the  past  in  ever-during  night  ! 
Walk  in  the  light  of  fame  !     Your  brothers  join 
Toiling  for  glory  ! — not  the  ideal  line,  5:20 

A  barrier  prove — but  prove  your  father's  blood 
Lives  in  each  fibre  !     Navigate  the  flood  ! 
Your  fathers  sacrific'd  to  Freedom's  cause — 
Yea — drain'd  life's  fountain-streams  to  seal  her  laws  ! 
And  have  they  toil'd,  and  fought,  and  bled  in  vain  ? 
Shall  we  this  day  their  hallow'd  memories  stain  ? 

"  Ye  Saints  in  heaven  !  look  down  from  thrones  of 

light,— 

And  O,  our  hearts  in  brotherhood  unite  ! 
Inspire  our  souls  with  that  celestial  flame, 
Which  gave  your  mem'ries  an  immortal  name  !  530 

'•  Patriots,  free  born  !  give  glory  to  your  sires 
By  wakening  into  life  their  quenchless  fires  ! 

********* 

u  If  language  fails  your  bosoms  to  excite, 
Behold  the  blood  that  stream'd  on  yonder  Height  ! 
Behold,  and  kindle  to  avenge  the  gore — 
Nor  Bloom  alone — a  host  of  wouhies  more 
Have  suffer'd  in  their  joy  !     Some  sleep  with  those, 
Who,  in  their  deaths,  eternity  have  chose  ! 

"  O  think  !  for  you  they've  render'd  up  their  lives, 
To  guard  your  altars,  children,  and  your  wives  !       540 
And  have  they  vain,  like  water,  pour'd  their  blood  ? 
Yea,  vain — in  vain— unless  ye  pass  the  flood, 
And  aid  us  with  your  strength.     Come,  float  the  tide, 
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And  soou  the  day  with  honour  we'll  decide — 
A  day,  whose  deeds  of  brilliancy  will  hide 
Days  now  that  shine  conspicuous  on  the  sight — 
Why  stand  ye   pausiir.:  : — onward  to  the  liirht  ! 
What's  life  to  Liberty  ? — lighter  than  dust — 
On — and  the  foe  surrenders  at  a  thrust  ! 

"  Behold,  advancing  from  the  fort  of  («eorge —     550 
A  host  o'er\vhrlmin<r,  on  the  time  to  charge  ! 
O  hasten  to  the  beach  !     I'll  guide  you  o'er — 
And  at  a  blow,  immortalize  the  shore  ! 

***•*»**• 

"  O  marble,  cruel  hearts  ! 

Behold  my  thin  locks  blearh'd  by  wint'ry  years  ! 
Let  me  entreat  you  by  these  scattering  hairs 

To  climb  you  battlements  ! 

•  >il  heaven  above  ! 
(ione — lost — toivver  lost — will  nothing  move  ? 

Nor  fame,  nor  blood,  nor  tears  ! 

"  Wherefore  was  I 
Born  to  behold — t'  endure  this  tre.ichrry  ! 

"  Patriots  in  heaven  behold  it — V«M— and  weep — 
It  seems  my  heart  no  longer  can  I  keep 
Pont  in  my  breast — it  leaps  to  burst  my  side — 
To  crack  its  fibres — spill  its  pulsing  tide— 

••  Hi. ime  —  treason — shame  .'" 

•  •••••••» 

His  strength  —  his  utleranco  fail. 
His  cheeks,  late  fiush'd  with  lire,  turn  ashy  pali -. 
Sighs  heave  his  bosom,  and  his  changing  eye 
Betrays  the  passion  of  his  agony  : 
Now  Anger  Kerns  to  struggle  with  Despair — 
Hut  (iricf  triumphant,  holds  her  empire  there. 
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At  length,  to  Dexter  he  :  "  To  Wadsworth  hie — 
And  speak  it,  if  thou  canst,  this  infamy. 
My  breast  is  smother'd.     Anguish'd  I  forebode, 
That  all  in  vain  our  streams  of  life  have  flow'd. 
It  eats  my  heart.     Nothing  I  more  can  add — 
My  brain  feels  dizzy — all  my  soul  is  sad." 

Dexter,  desponding,  wheels  without  discourse, 
Whilst  the  pale  veteran  weeps  upon  his  horse. 
Adown  his  furrow'd  cheeks  his  sorrows  roll, 
Soothing  the  grief  that  eats  upon  his  soul.  580 

But  when  reflection  flashes  o'er  his  mind, 
That  all  his  fame  will  be  a  chaff  in  wind, 
A  burning  pang  more  sharp  than  death  severe, 
Sears,  dries  the  sluices  of  his  softening  tear. 

Veteran  !  mourn  not:  If  this  my  verse  can  give    • 
Thy  worth  to  other  years,  thy  fame  shall  live  ! 
'Tis  not  for  man,  his  destinies  to  guide — 
Full  oft  his  best  exertions  are  denied 
To  meet  the  righteousness  of  merit  here — 
Yea,  Virtue  o'er  her  child  lets  fall  a  tear.  590 

If  for  the  moment,  thou  should'st  feel  the  tooth 
Of  biting  Slander,  yet  the  light  of  truth 
Will  blaze  upon  thee  in  a  future  day — 
And  Time  shall  weep  thy  monumental  clay. 

And  now  from  George,  the  enemy  is  seen, 
Progressing  slow — severe  in  discipline. 
And,  as  with  Wallace  they  approach  the  Height, 
The  vanquish'd  allies  round  his  flag  unite. 
A  heavy  cloud  is  thus  by  whirlwinds  driven, 
Broken  and  scatter'd  o'er  the  face  of  heaven —          600 
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But  soon  the  winds  are  bridled  in  their  might — 
And  lo,  another  climbs  the  mountain  hei-rht, 
Round  which  those  scatter  d  hy  the  tempest  po\\ 
Urg'<l  by  attraction,  with  a  deepening  lower, 
Gather  with  closeness, — darkening  broad  and  vast, 
To  smite  the  earth  with  desolating  blast  : 

So  those,  late  scatter'd  by  the  battle's  breath, 
Round  Wallace  congregate  to  pour  out  death. 

Vincent  the  whole  combines,  as  first  in  rank, 
Tin    wild-men  crowding  on  his  skirted  flank.  Civ 

He  speaks  to  their  ambition  :  •'  Shall  we  cower 
And  lick  the  dust  beneath  th'  invading  power  ? 
With  five  opposM  to   on:-  dis-jracM  we've  tied  — 
O  let  it  never — never  more  be  said  ! 
Resolve  to  win — wipe  oft"  the  murky  stain  ! 
Conquest  is  ours  !     The  Lion  shakes  his  main. 
Threatening  the  lie-Id  '      In  anger  hold  the  breath, 
And  be  reveng'd  for  Brock's  illustrious  death, 
lie  lies  in  gory  vestments  !      Rise — be  strong,  (>IO 

And  drive  through  paths  of  blood  th1  adventurous  throng. 
Their  ranks  are  wasted — weakuu'd  on  the  field, 
Hence,  will  to  conquer,  and  behold  they  \ield  ! 
Ten  hours  they've  fought,  and   none  lnvc  borne  them 

aid — 
A  valorous  charge  and  soon  their  laurels  fade  ! 

"  Brock  i->  tin'  wor.l  !     With  bayonets  ten  to  one, 
Britannia  lives  ! — the  toils  of  battle  <!<>: 

The  savages  replied  with  .i.-.i:'.  nii:.-  j.tr — 
The  Albion*  dash'd  in  n.  tin-  \v.ir. 

But  lo,  th'  impetuous  rnsli  the  brave  withstand, 
And  prove  a  barrier  to  the  charging  band.  630 
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They  stand  like  rocks  imbedded  in  the  sea, 
Which  thousand  waves  attempt  to  wash  away. 
In  vain  the  billows  roll — in  vain  they  crash 
Their  craggy  sides — in  vain  with  foam  they  dash 
And  thunder  at  their  base — unshook  in  form, 
The  rocks  remain  and  smile  upon  the  storm  : 

So  stand  Columbians  solid  in  the  fight, 
Plunging  whole  ranks  successive  into  night. 

Wadsworth  outpours  his  voice  :  "  Immortal  hour  ! 
Mix  lead  with  steel,  and  let  the  soul  have  power  !     6--10 
Thine  every  name  will  high  in  heaven  be  roll'd — 
Drain — drain  the  heart !     Let  streams  of  death  unfold  ! 
Resist  a  moment — but  a  moment  more, 
And  ample  strength  will  reach  us  from  the  shore  !" 
The  warriors  seem'd  as  fire  !     So  vast  the  strife, 
The  forest  trees  are  witherd  of  their  life. 
Beneath  their  feet  the  rocks  to  dust  return, 
Whilst  vaulting  lightnings  round  about  them  burn. 

For  two  half  hours  with  tyger  strength  they  fight — 
The  whole  field  blacken'd  with  the  cast  of  night.        650 

But  Dexter  comes  !     "  The  volunteers  deny 
To  pass  the  flood  and  gain  the  victory  !" 

********* 
Were  earth  to  open  by  exploding  power — 
Were  Chimboraso — earth's  sublimest  tower, 
To  totter  to  its  fall — were  stars  in  heaven, 
Blinded  of  light — the  world  to  darkness  given — 
Scarce  would  it  cause  more  direful  despair, 
Freezing  the  soul  than  words  of  Dexter  were  ! 

Their  hearts  are  wither'd — all  their  hopes  forlorn, 
As  when  the  blighting  east  subdues  the  tender  corn.  660 


28  KREDONIAD.       CANTO  XXI. 

With  hearts  in  anguish  they  forsake  the  shore, 
Sprinkling  their  rock-path  with  the  drops  of  gore  ! 

A  shouting  triumph  from  the  foe  is  given, 
While  they  display  their  regal  sign  in  heaven  ! 

•  •***••** 
Now  when  the  storm  was  hush'd — the  brave  o'er- 

borne, 

Arnold  receiv'd  the  serpent  hiss  of  scorn 
From  every  tongue — which  cramp'd  his  haughty  soul. 
Causing  dark  thoughts  across  his  mind  to  roll. 
Far  in  the  deep  recesses  of  the  wood, 
He  thus  the  workings  of  his  breast  pnrsuM  :  C70 

"  What  lu-art  can  bear  the  rating  of  remorse  ? 
Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly — where  bend  my  course 
To  bury  from  the  world  ?     Each  eye  severe 
Plants  daggers  in  my  soul,  as  with  a  sneer 
They  with  a  point  exclaim  :  '  The  traitor  there  ! 
Mark  his  dixurder'd  step  !  sec  what  despair 

Pales  in  his  haggard  chock  !' 

"  My  In-east — my  breast  ! 
'Tis  hell — a  burning  hell  ! — no  peace — no  rest — 

Distraction  all  ! 

••  Should  1  from  man  retire, 

\\h-Te  could  I  fly  from  the  consuming  lire,  C80 

Which  boils  my  heart  within  ?     Yawn — yawn,  deep 

h.-ll  ! 
Prepare  !  I  come  !     ^  e  i  :n>  <  toll  my  knell  ! 

•   \w,iy, — pale  thought,  away  ! 

•  •••••••• 

I'll  do  the  deed.     I'll  break  the  chain — nor  stay, 
Hut  taste taste  what  ? 
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'•'  My  heart ! — what  ails  my  heart  ! 
What  means  this  ice  ?     And  have  I  struck  the  dart  ? 

"  What,  shrink  to  ply  the  point ! 

"  Death  !  what  art  thou  ! 

'Tis  but  thy  name  that  chills  our  blood  like  snow. 
Thy  secret  touch  dissolves  the  pangs  of  grief — 
To  conscience  tortur'd,  thou  art  rest — relief.  690 

Why  at  thy  name  starts  back  the  coward  soul, 
Thou  balm,  that  makes  the  broken-hearted  whole  ! 
Is  it  thy  form  that  doth  the  horror  bring  ? 
And  do  I  fear  thy  momentary  sting  ? 
What  sting  ? — thy  sting  is  peace — the  pang  is  slight, 
That  brings  oblivion — rocks  the  soul  in  night. 

"  What  if  I  breathe  this  element  away, 
Burden'd  with  life,  till  vile,  unhonour'd  clay 
Shall  shroud  me  from  the  sun  ?  will  not  thy  dart, 
With  equal  keenness  touch  the  shrinking  heart  ?         700 
It  must — it  will  !     Through  Death  I'll  freedom  gain, 
And  break  at  once,  the  fragile,  brittle  chain, 
That  binds  me  to  the  earth  !     I'll  not  endure 
The  sneering  of  the  world — I'll  seek  the  cure 

Of  treason — Treason  ! 

"  Worse  than  coward,  he, 
Who  shrinking,  trembling  with  a  tottering  knee, 

(iives  back  ! 

"  Why  pausing  do  I  keep  ? 
Death,  I  am  thine — come,  rock  me  in  thy  sleep." 

With  hurried  hand  he  forms  the  fatal  noose — 
And,  for  a  moment,  a  brief  thought  pursues  :  710 

"  Thou  passing  Breeze,  that  travels  o'er  the  heath, 
Receive  my  voice  and  speak  it  after  death  : 
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"  Beware,  O  Youth  '.  how  you  in  pleasures  rove — 
They'll  sap  tlit-  mind — insidious,  damning  prove  ! 
With  happy  flowers  at  first  they'll  strew  the  way — 
Hut  all,  beware  ! — basilisks  and  adders  lay 
Conceal'd  in  ambush  there.  «hose  poisonous  teeth 
Will  lance  thy  soul,  more  sharp  than  stint;  of  death. 
O  fly  th'  enchanted  ground  !     A  blast  will  come 
Uuknown — and  sweep  thee  to  a  culprit's  tomb  !"     720 

This  was  his  last  distinguishable  word — 
Behold,  he  strangles  in  the  tight'aing  cord  ! 
His  mouth  yawns  wide,  of  air  to  taste  one  breath, 
But  every  bree/.e  i->  ciias'd  away  by  Death. 
His  features  blacken  deep — his  eyeballs  stare, 
Outswell'd  with  blood, — tight,  strangling  with  despair. 

•         •*****•• 

'Tis  midnight's  hurried  hour.     With  solemn  dread, 
Dark,  murky  clouds  hang  round  the  mountain's  head, 
Thick,  broken,  deep  : — Sl<,\\-he  i\ ing,  vast,  they  climb, 
Fold  after  fold  tin-  Marry  arch  sublime  ;  730 

And,  as  they  darkening  o'er  the  concave  sail, 
The  winking  eyes  of  heaven  reluctant  fail. 
Again  they  shine — ;e_M:n  tiny  disappear, 
As  move  the  clouds  with  labour  up  the  sphere. 

In  the  far  east  their  folds  thin-edg'd  with  p 
The  moon  behind  the  mount-nil  dill's  I)  • 
Slow,  waning,  pale  : — her  sickly,  fading  horn 
Is  bent  behind  a  cloud — \et  her  taint  light, 
With  sallow  paleness  shows  the  round  of  night. 

A  wonder  ! — lo,  \vith  questionable  mein,  740 

The  new-fledg'd  ghost  of  Morris  wan  is  seen 
Faint  gliding  on  the  moon's  thin  watery  ray — 
Making  the  couch  were  dreaming  Mary  lay, 
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Gazing  delighted  on  her  lover's  eye, 
In  which  appears  the  soul's  divinity  : 

"  Cold- 
Cold  as  the  dark  brown  rock — cold  as  the  mould, 
Thine  Edward's  brow  is  laid  !     Dream  not  of  me — 
I'm  now  as  air — commenc'd  eternity  !" 

Thus  he,  while  wrapp'd  in   night's  deep  mantle 

spoke, — 
And  Mary,  shivering,  from  her  slumbers  broke  :       750 

"  What  voice  pronounc'd  my  name  ? — what  note  of 

death 

Sung  in  mine  car  ?     Cold  on  the  battle  heath 
My  Edward  sleeps  in  blood  !     Ah,  me — my  breast  ! 
Cold  on  the  earth  his  love-bright  features  rest  !'' 

Sighing  she  fainted  on  her  pillow  dead — 
But  thus  again,  her  lover's  spirit  said, 
Which  mov'd  upon  her  heart.     "  Fair  angel  form  ! 
Awake  thy  soul  to  life  !     I've  past  the  storm 
Of  this  rough  tempest  world.     Thy  grieving  cease — 
Though  we  no  more — no — never  can  embrace,         760 
Here,  in  mortality  :  But  O,  above, 
We  soon  shall  meet  and  clasp,  perfective  love  ! 

'*  But  clogg'd — cmbosom'd  in  thy  cumbering  clay, 
Thou  canst  not  hear  what  now  my  tongue  could  say, 
Or  I  could  open  such  a  field  of  bliss — 
Ah,  no — too  pure  for  angels  to  express  ! 
It  satisfies  the  soul  ! — Beyond  frail  earth, 
To  hear  the  wonders  of  celestial  birth. 
Thine  eye,  thine  car,  thine  every  sense  is  dumb, 
To  sec,  to  hear  the  joys,  that  live  beyond  the  tomb !  770 

"  But,  when  thy  house  of  beauty  shall  decay, 
Then  shalt  thou  bask  in  unextingnish'd  day — 
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Quaff  fountains,  pure  of  love  without  alloy, 
Aud  bind  thine  Edward  in  the  clasp  of  joy  ! 

"  Till  then,  farewell  !  and  calm  thy  aching  breast — 
Resign  to  heaven — and  be  thy  soul  at  rest." 

The  Spirit  ceas'd — and  wing'd  its  airy  flight 
Beyond  the  stars,  and  sought  the  coast  of  light. 

His  voice  consoling,  sooth'd  his  aiiguish'd  love — 
Her  slumbers  came  with  dreams  of  heaven  above.     7SO 
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WHEN  the  deep  anguish  of  the  late  event, 
By  sorrow's  tears  was  made  more  lenient, 
A  solemn  calmness  settled  on  their  breast — 
And  Rensselaer  to  Carr  gave  this  behest  : 

"  Young  warrior,  hasten  to  the  Harbour  down, 
And  bear  the  death-news  to  the  ear  of  Brown. 
My  heart  is  bitterness  to  name  the  deed — 
It  makes  my  sorrows  in  their  freshness  bleed." 

The  youth  swift  mounted  at  the  order  given, 
And  flew — an  arrow  from  an  archer  driven.  10 

The  second  sun  was  making  glad  the  east, 
When  he  to  Brown  was  sighing  introduc'd. 
So  deep  his  heart  was  overcome  by  grief, 
He  stood  in  silence  dumb  before  the  chief. 
The  warrior  mark'd  depression  in  his  eye 
And  breast,  that  strove  to  hide  its  agony. 

'*  Give  freedom  to  thy  heart.     Say,  generous  youth, 
What  the  disaster,  with  un muffled  truth. 
My  soul  forebodes  the  army  is  subdu'd, 
And  Rensselaer  is  folded  in  his  blood.  20 
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But  keep  thy  soul  erect  :  Defeat  will  come, 
And  cause  of  censure  none.     I  read  the  gloom, 
Deep  struggling  in  thine  eye.     Thy  grief  forbear — 
And  never  yield  thy  country  in  despair." 

"  Thy  voice  hath  rais'd  a  mountain   from  my  breast  ; 
The  dead,  cold  message,  all  ray  powers  oppress'd. 
Too,  too  severe  is  thy  foreboding  just — 
Our  hard  fought  victories  are  wrapp'd  in  dust. 
Thrice  we  our  standards  had  with  glory  crown'd — 
The  sun  of  heaven  in  all  his  circles  rouml  30 

Ne'er  look'd  upon  a  field  of  prouder  name 
Than  that  of  Queenstown,  by  the  sons  of  fame — 
A  time  there  was,  he  shrunk  before  the  sight — 
The  clash  of  horror  brought  a  partial  night  ! 
But  in  the  act  to  seize  upon  a  fourth — 
Such  spiiit  dwelt  with  the  Columbian  birth — 
Disunion  suatch'd  the  pri/p  !      l.o.  Strong's  brigade, 
Revolting  from  the  cause,  withdrew  their  aid. 
First  Dexter  tried,  then  Rensselaer,  his  art 
To  rouse  the  passion  of  tlu-ir  c.wanl  heart —  40 

In  vain — their  blood  was  lYo/rn  into  ice — 
They  stood  unmclt in:'  to  their  warm  ad\ 
As  deep  the  veteran  to  their  bosoms  spoke, 
It  seem'd  at  times  his  bursting  heart  was  broke. 
His  eye  stream'd  anguish  : — from  his  every  pore 
Large  sweat  distill'd  with  drops  of  suffering 

"  Scott,  Christie,  Wool,  an. I  P.nyd  in  glory  stood— 
And  Wadsworth  li-jhlenM  in  tin-  In  1.1  of  blood. 
>m\  tli  cast  the  savage  chief — bound  him  to  earth, 
While  in  the  act  to  hurl  his  hatchet  forth.  50 
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Thrice  broke  the  enemy  before  the  shock — 
In  front  of  battle,  fell  the  generous  Brock  ! 

"  The  second  Rensselaer  poiir'd  free  his  blood, 
But  not  to  dying.     Vallance  drunk  the  flood. 
Wool,  Christie,  Gansevoort,  Bloom — and  worthies  more, 
Have  shed  for  Liberty  their  sacred  gore. 
Their  wounds  but  seem'd  to  magnify  their  ire — 
Their  bosoms  kindled  with  a  maddening  fire  ! 

"  Young  Morris  fell  in  all  his  peerless  bloom — 
He  moulders  honour'd  in  a  warrior's  tomb —  60 

Alas,  I  fear  not  so — for  lo,  I  saw 
A  savage  grasp  him  as  wo  fled  the  war — 
My  soul  forebodes  he  feeds  the  hungry  raven, 
Or  vultures,  crows,  and  other  fowls  of  heaven ! 

"  How  bright  a  contrast  ours ! — along  the  shore, 
I  heard  our  guns,  by  minutes,  solemn  roar 
For  death  of  Brock  !     Yea — sorrowing  gun  for  gun, 
Niagara  answer'd  at  the  setting'sun  ! 

"  Such  is  a  faint  description  of  the  day, 
Which  fill'd  the  bravest  bosoms  with  dismay." 

Brown  heard  with  fix'd  attention.     But  full  oft, 
His  hand  he  clos'd — and  then,  relax'd  it  soft, 
His  eye  the  language  of  his  soul  would  speak, 
And  show  he  held  with  pain  a  tear  in  check. 
Then  would  his  forehead  knit — his  colour  rise, 
And  indignation  muster  in  his  eyes. 

"  Was  Strong 

"  His  very  name  is  pestilence — 
I  cannot  drive  it  from  my  bosom  hence. 
A  traitor,  gifted  with  a  serpent  art — 
In  look  a  saint ; — a  devil  at  his  heart —  80 
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A  smooth,  insinuating  adder  sly, 
Who,  while  he  charms  with  meek  Religion's  eye, 
Stings  with  a  tooth  cnvcnom'd  to  the  life — 
Prayer  in  his  mouth — beneath  liN  cloak  a  knife  ! 

,)tor  of  a  bribe — his  country's  -haim 

Why  do  I  spend  a  thought  upon  his  name — 

"At  times  the   Star  ran  sink  without  disgrace — 
For  human  wisdom  can  but  partial  trace 
The  slippery  changes  of  the  future  hour, 
Though  every  mind  possessM  a  .Newton's  power.     90 
We  cannot  hope  in  every  field  to  gain 
The  perilous  fight — the  laurellM  wreath  obtain. 
Dark  clouds,  unlookM-for,  in  the  storm  will 
And  sweep  the  stan<lanl>  Inn -kwanl  tVom  the  skies. 

Yet  will  the  brave  have  honour 

"  I  behold 

My  chiefs  approach,  \vli  It  are  fin'd  as  gold. 

Them  I  in-li  noted  at  tlr  appearing  sun, 
To  meet  .uid  plan  what  farther  should  be  done." 

Brief  as  h     d<i>M,  the  patriotick  band, 
Lea.,  ,nadrons,  gather'd  at  his  hand —  100 

Pike  in  advance,  then  I'orsythe,  K       .   M  id'hire, 

Names  to  show  brilliant  while  the  streams  endure. 

Swan,  Ripley,  Fanning,  Kustis,  Lyon,  Steel, 

Never  with  life  before  a  foo  to  kneel — 

Backus,  Nicholson,  Happock,  Bloomfield,  Young, 

Express  a  dignity  of  feeling  strong. 

Mitchell,  and  Walworth,  Fia/.ier,  1'ierce,  and  Moore, 

From  whose  dark  eyes  their  bosom'd  passions  pour. 

icey  and  JiaitieM  ot  the  tleet  appear, 
I        i  hearts  firm  pl.ii>  -M  \\.n\\  th<?  shaft  of  fear.        110 
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Thompson  and  others  from  the  ships  attend 

To  hear  what  plans  the  chiefs  would  recommend. 

When  these  the  first  in  office  had  conven'd, 
Brown  brief  related  what  from  Carr  he'd  glean 'd ; 
Each  bosom  felt  a  paralytick  blow, 
To  hear  that  traitors  had  the  Stars  dash'd  low. 

He  paus'd — and  after  thus  :  "  Be  not  depress'd, 
The  Eagle  yet  will  tear  the  Lion's  crest. 
The  names  of  Scott,  of  Christie,  Rensselaer, 
Will,  on  the  pinnacle  of  fame  appear —  120 

And  Bloom,  and  Wadsworth,'.Wool — and  all  the  brave, 
Who  fought  and  conquer'd  at  Niagara's  wave — 
Yes — conquer'd —  thrice  the  battle  field  was  won — 
Never  in  valour  was  the  day  outdone. 
"  Now  it  is  ours  to  suddenly  away, 
And  open  on  them  with  a  bold  essay. 
While  in  their  joy,  they  apprehend  us  lost, 
We'll  crowd  the  fleet — invade  upon  their  coast — 
Dash  at  Fort  George  :  Should  eagle  Vict'ry  there, 
Perch  on  our  arms,  to  Erie  we'll  repair,  130 

And  fold  the  Cross  in  dust.     Let  each  advise — 
For  we  in  band  of  unity  must  rise. 
With  bosoms  firm  cemented  in  the  fight, 
Great  is  the  energy  of  Freedom's  might  ; 
But  man  divided,  is  a  chain  of  dust, 
He  breaks  in  weakness  at  the  slightest  just." 

Ho  sate  ;  and  Pike  arose — within  whose  breast, 
Heaven's  choicest  virtues  found  their  pillow'd  rest : 

"  Brothers  in  arms  !  my  heart  is  touch'd  with  pain, 
That  those,  made  free  with  Liberty,  should  stain     140 
The  land  that  gave  them  birth — beyond  compare, 
Favour'd  of  heaven,  of  all  creation  fair  ! 


40  FREDONIAD.       CANTO    XXII. 

That  lurking  traitors  should  contrive  \\  itii  art, 
To  stab  the  centre  of  their  Conntn's  heart  ! 

"  But  we  the  stain  opprobrious  must  remove, 
The  soul  unbroken  of  the  nation  pro\ 

"  Now  I  submiss  an  humble  thought  will  urge, 
That  we  assail,  before  we  strike  at  (ieorge, 
Their  capital,  proud  York — which  place  is  known 
To  form  the  northern  store-house  of  the  throne.       150 
Should  we  succeed  to  overcome  the  whole — 
Of  which  I  doubt  not,  should  we  charsre  with  soul, — 
'Twill  the  rejoicings  of  the  Royals  dump — 
Their  future  movements  in  the  contest  cramp. 
'Twill  be  remember'd  for  its  daring  blow — 
Perhaps,  the  pivot  of  their  overthrow. 

"  Where  the  waste  ruins  of  Torronto  lie, 

We'll  land, — the  effort*  of  the  foe  defy, 

From  thence  with  rapidness  tin-  batteries  storm, 

And  take  possession  of  the  place  in  form."  1(>0 

He  open'd  his  design.     And  Neptune's  son — 
Cbaunccy,  uncourtly,  on  the  i  i-ht  begun  : 

"My  order  from  the  President  of  late 
Is,  that  the  navy  at  your  venire  wait. 
Should  you  the  measure  approbate  of  Pike, 
The  fleet  is  ready  on  the  shore  to  strike." 

Brief  was  the  mariner.      And  I'.rown  replies: 
"  The  plan  of  Pike  \sill  quail  our  enen 
Lot  each  prepare  to  presently  embark, 
And  true  to  valour,  at  the  t<>un  of  York  170 

Rush  for  the  honour.     Pike,  to  \ on  I  \ield, 
At  you  advisM  it, — to  conduct  the  field. 

"  Chauncoy,  ti  <>f  your  heart  heat  life, 

Th'  inprctiing  foe  to  overcome  in  strife— 
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Make  full  your  navy  with  the  warriors  proud, 
And  then  your  sail-wings  for  Torronto  crowd. 
"  What  time   we're  absent,  Backus,  with  your 

horse, 

Maintain  the  sail  against  invading  force, 
Should  he,  who  flames  salutes  for  Raisin's  blood, 
Prevost — attempt  the  Harbour  to  intrude —  180 

Our  wives,  our  children  from  the  village  move, 
Then,  unalloy'd  your  gold  in  battle  prove. 
From  the  interior,  Tuttle,  ncrv'd  with  steel, 
Will  soon  arrive,  their  entrance  to  repel. 

"  Now  is  our  purpose  laid.     Each  to  his  post, 
And  straight  embark  to  war  upon  the  coast." 

Brief  at  the  word  pronounc'd,  the  council  rose, 
Their  hearts  determin'd  with  the  foe  to  close. 

The  troops  rejoic'd  th'  invading  plan  to  hear — 
The  sound  was  pleasant  musick  to  their  ear.  190 

With  rapid  hand  the  ships  with  war  they  load 
Without  disorder,  though  they  seem  a  crowd 
Thick,  wild,  confus'd  : 

So,  frequent  is  there  seen, 
In  summer's  day,  along  the  pathway  green, 
A  numerous  household  of  industrious  ants, 
Hoarding  with  foresight  'gainst  their  future  wants. 
At  first,  disorder'd  they  appear  to  move — 
Part  in  the  sun,  part  shaded  in  the  grove. 
But  when  with  closer  eye  we  scan  their  line, 
Both  art  and  science  in  tlicir  ranks  combine —         200 
The  band  returning,  sweat  beneath  their  load, 
While  those  disburden'd  are  in  quest  of  food  : 
Thus,  though  in  hurry, order  is  their  toil — 
And  soon  embark'd  they  wait  the  spreading  sail. 
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Chauncey  weighs  anchor — cle,i\es  tin.-  silver  sea, 
And,  as  the  east  was  gladden  in  ir  with  the  day, 
York  show'd  its  turn  ;-.      With  a  martial  mien, 
On  board  the  Madison,  the  chiefs  convene 
To  learn  their  stations, — (Madison,  the  ship 
That  bore  tin-  '  llair  upon  the  deep.)  210 

These  were  the  glowing  sentiment*  of  I* ike  : 
"  Behold  the  capitol  !     Prepare  to  strike 
Its  standard  from  the  wind  !      The  soul  make  large 
T'  invade  the  shore  and  do  the  MLMM!  charge. 

**  Forsythc,  to  lead  upon  the  foe  is  thine, 
And  prove  your  rifles,  death  in  discipline. 
King,  strengthen  with  your  warriors,  and,  MacClure — 
Your  names  establish — ever  to  endure. 
Then,  Pierce  and  Riple\ .  \\ith  your  hands  proceed, 
And  test  them  worthy  of  immortal  meed.  220 

Kiddle,  with  scout,  will  you  in  froiit  advance 
At  landing — to  observe  each  circumstance. 

"  On  us  the  prize  of  victory  depends — 
As  is  our  course  the  Eagle  sinks,  ascends — 
Yea,  as  a  chieftain  edu<  nil, 

He  warms  with  ardour,  or  he  d.mijis  the  \\ , 

The  warriors,  yielding  their  assent,  withdraw 
To  wield  their  blades,  determin'd  in  the  \v 

Now  when  the  Albions  kenn'd  th'  approaching  licet, 
Their  haughty  bosoms  sudden  il.i-h'd  with  he.n.       230 
Shcftie,  half  madded,  sent  his  aids  in  haste 
To  call  his  leaders  where  his  dug  was  pL.  M  : 

First,  Goodwin  came,  of  l-'encihl.  s  the  <lm  f— 
Then,  Wells,  of  Grenadiers — then,  Cowley,  brief— 
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Churchill  and  White,  from  batteries  caught  th'  alarms, 
When  the  drums  beating  notified  to  arms. 
They  circled  in  a  group — grim  Talpo  last, 
A  murky  savage  of  the  howling  waste. 

Assembled — Sheffie  in  the  midst  began, 
And  quick  arrang'd  his  well-digested  plan  :  240 

"  Behold  invasion  on  the  waters  there  ! 
The  screaming  Eagle  floating  on  the  air  ! 
But  time  waits  not  to  stand  with  gazing  eyes — 
Attend  my  voice  to  blast  our  enemies  ! 

"  Goodwin,  your  Fencibles  in  column  form 
At  water's  edge,  to  waken  up  the  storm. 
Talpo,  in  silence  hover  on  his  flank, 
And  crouch  your  well-train'd  warriors  on  the  bank, 
Deep  in  the  hiding  growth.     And  void  of  fears, 
Wells,  fix  for  action  with  your  Grenadiers  250 

On  Goodwin's  left  division.     Churchill,  White, 
Defend  the  bulwarks  with  an  arm  of  might. 
Cowley,  at  entrance  of  the  town  remain, 
Till  I  command  you  to  the  field  of  slain. 
I,  with  reserve,  shall  stand  in  yonder  wood — 
And  when  I  move,  my  standard  waves  in  blood  ! 

"  Ere  the  invaders  touch  upon  the  beach, 
To  the  life's  centre  let  the  bullet  reach. 
Let  nothing  of  the  foe  pollute  the  land — 
Let  not  a  foot-print  violate  the  sand  !  260 

"  Think  how  at  Quecnstown,  Vincent  late  hath 

drove 

This  flag,  the  same,  like  fire  in  piney  grove, 
Through  havock,  blood  and  death  !      And  shall 

not  we 
Prove  that  we  hold  the  same  integrity  ? 
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Prove  it  ?     Yes  ! — this  earth  itself  shall  fail, 
Ere,  recreant,  we  in  mean  submission  quail  ! 

"  They  never — never  to  the  beach  draw  nigh, 
Except  beneath  our  falchion-blades  to  dir. 
But  mark,  their  progress  for  Torronto  driven  ! 
Away  ! — prepare  to  break  the  sphere  of  heaven  !"  270 

They  play  their  forces,  and  in  threatening  gloom 
Lead  forth,  th'  invading  patriots  to  entomb. 
Like  autumn  leaves,  they  drive  alonir  the  path, 
When  rude  winds  tear  theiu  from  the  trees  in  wrath. 

Talpo  conceals  with  savage  art  his  brood — 
Goodwin  is  shaded  by  th'  adjoining  wood. 
Wells  places  on  his  left  the  Cirenadiers — 
While  Sheffie  dark,  who  hell  nor  In  t-x  n  reveres, 
Hies  to  a  forest  on  a  risin;:  ground, 
To  overlook  the  batik-field  around.  280 

Forsythe  was  now  impatient  to  proceed — 
Pike  gives  the  word  :  The  rowers  da.sh  with  speed, 
While  in  firm  hands  the  i\\iM<-d  rifles  show, 
With  deep-drove  bullets  ready  for  the  foe. 
They  near  the  shore  where  I-Ynrihlrs  arc  hid 
With  lurking  savages,  sii'litini:  the  head 
GliininiTiiiL'  with  deatli  !      \\  ith  shout  they  dart  the 

fire — 

Forth  (J Godwin's  blade  is  seen  to  flash  its  iro— 
His  Fencible.s  behold,  and  wrajt  in  flame 
Ontario  round — and  swift  repeat  the  same.  290 

In  vain  the  blazing  sheets — in  vain  tin    lead 
Sings  through  the  air — in  vain  the  thunders  dread 
Tremble  the  earth — in  vain  the  lightnings  gleam 
And  play  horrifick  o'er  the  tossing  stream — 
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In  vain  the  shrieking  of  the  savage  note — 

Like  spirits  on  the  wing  the  rifles  float 

Unshaken  to  the  shore  !  no  winking  eye 

At  the  red  flashes  which  around  them  fly — 

Onward  they  move,  half  smiling  at  the  storm, 

Which  burns  the  elements  in  lightning  form  !  300 

At  length  is  Forsythe  heard  :  "  Slacken  the  oara  ! 
Draw  bead  upon  the  foe  !  return  the  showers 
Which  tempest-beat  the  flood."     The  hero  said. 
The  barges,  pausing,  settled  on  their  bed 
Of  buoyant  waters.     Partially  at  rest, 
The  green-clad  warriors  with  a  rocky  breast 
Fix'd  on  the  silver  with  their  eyes  of  fire, 
And  touch'd  the  springs  ! — the  sleeping  leads  expire 
With  flaming  breath,  which  drives  them  to  the  shore, 
To  cool  their  burning  in  the  hostile  gore.  310 

Forsythe  exclaims  :  "  In  conquering  terror  rise  ! 
Exalt  the  soul,  and  snatch  th'  immortal  prize  ! 
Dash  forward  in  the  blast !  the  barges  fly  ! 
Strike  opposite  to  where  the  savage  lie — 
There  make  the  beach — in  solid  order  stand — 
Mix  fire  with  steel,  and  desolate  the  land  !" 

The  barges  heard,  and  flew  upon  the  deep 
Like  things  of  life,  so  rapid  was  their  leap. 

Pike  kept  his  vision  fasten'd  on  the  Greens, 
As  they  advanc'd  t'  unfold  the  deathful  scenes —     320 
Great  was  his  joy  to  see  them  disregard 
The  engin'd  fire,  which  beat  against  them  hard  ; 
But  ah,  his  soul  with  jealousy  was  pain'd, 
What  time  they  balanc'd  on  their  oars  remain'd. 

5      VOL.   III. 
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He  fear'd  their  courage  was  a  melting  rock, 
Yielding  appall'd — dishearten'd  by   tin-  sliork, 
Which  smote  upon  them  sore  !     On  board  the  barge 
He  sprung — gave  Ni.holson  and  Fraxier  charge, 
His  aids,  to  follow — and  abrupt  to  King  : 

*'  Embark — aw:ry  ! — quick  to  the  combat  bring  330 
Thy  warriors  to  the  test  !     The  rilles  pan- 
Haste — hasten  on — or  ruin'd  is  the  cause  !" 

Hurried  he  spoke.       His   bart:e    h-aps   from   the 

ship — 
And  King's  battalions  cleave  the  troubled  deep. 

Behold  the  clouds  ofl'ike's  despondin»  fears 
Are  scatter'd  from  his  mind,  and  joy  appears  ! 
He  scans  the  cause  why  Korsythe's  ritles  stood — 
To  aim  more  certain  on  the  tossin-.'  llood. 
IIi>  features  brighteu  with  eflnl-jent  blaze — 
His    toir."  Tied  riii\\ns    their   n. lines    \\ith 

praiso  :  340 

"  My  soul  is  floating  in  a  tide  of  day  ! 
What  passing  worth  tli*  immortal  (ireens  display  ! 
My  soul  was  darkness — now  it  walks  in  lit'lit 
To  mark  their  deeds— a  stream  of  death  in  li'jht  ! 
The  enemy — he  breaks  !     On,  Forsythc,  on — 
Wo  are  behind  thee  !     Snatch  the  standards  down  !" 

\\  :i.:      I.I'     ','N.V,   I'oi^Stlie  ma<lr  (lie  Shore, 

And  <>|>M  .a  (very  llash  a  fount  of 
The  savage  llew — but  dooduin  lor  a  lime, 
With  veteran  hovi.  with-iood  the  war  .sublime. 
But  Forsytho  met  him  in  his  path  at   l<  n-:lli, 

And  struck  him  to  the  earth  unp«»«i  r'd  of  strength. 
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Their  leader  gasping — wasting  of  his  breath — 
The  Albions  scattcr'd  from  the  streams  of  death. 

During  this  effort,  Pike's  battalions  reach 
The  shore  of  blood,  and  land  upon  the  beach, 
Though  Wells,  incessant  with  impetuous  ire, 
Pour'd  down  a  cataract  of  tempest  fire  ! 

Pike   gives  the   rushing  charge  :    "  Ascend   the 

bank  ! 

Ascend,  ye  brave,  in  solid  bolted  rank  !  360 

Shout  victory  or  death — the  deathless  word — 
Let  blood  bedim  the  brightness  of  the  sword  !" 

"  Victory  or  Death  !     Death  or  Victory  !" 
Echoes  to  heaven  from  band  of  Liberty. 

The  brow  of  Pike  is  half  conceal'd  in  blaze — 
His  stature  seems  in  awfulncss  to  raise. 
His  sword,  a  beam  of  light,  illumes  the  way, 
As  on  he  dashes  in  the  thickest  fray  !  • 
As  flames  a  scathing  meteor  through  the  night, 
So  shines  the  warrior  in  the  darkening  fight.  370 

The  band,  directed  by  his  falchion's  gleam, 
Support  their  chief  and  draw  out  blood  a  stream  ; 
Death  melts  the  foe  ! — with  life  a  remnant  fly, 
As  Forsythe's  bugles  echo,  Victory  ! 

Now  when  the  army  from  the  ships  were  freed, 
Chauncey  was  prompted  to  a  valiant  deed — 
'Twas  this — the  fleet  against  the  forts  to  moor, 
To  aid  the  descent  with  his  naval  power. 


48  PABOONIAD.      CANTO  XXII. 

His  views  are  answer'd  :  opposite  the  site 
Of  each  dark  mound,  sustnia'd  by  Churchill,  White, 
His  anchors  bite  the  clay — the  engines  burst 
With  globes  to  smite  the  fortified  to  dust. 

The  foe  undaunted,  from  the  breasted  earth, 
Against  the  navy  roll'd  the  mad  balls  forth — 
But  most  with  truant  aim  at  random  fly, 
Searching  in  vain  for  death  through  vacancy  ; 
But    one,  with    thunder  hurl'd,  MI  ikes  Thompson's 

breast — 

He  falls  from  life  insensible  to  r< 
And  lo,  another,  as  a  cannon  spoke, 
Glanc'd  Hatfiuld's   thigh, — and   bone  in  fragments 

broke,  390 

And  flesh  tore  loose,  save  fibres  here  and  there, 
Which  held  the  limb  from  whirling  off  in  air. 
Large  from  the  artery  hi^in^  leaps  die  blood, 
Which,  as  it  Hows,  is  curdled  in  the  Hood. 

Chaumey  with  .sorrow  marks  him  as  he  di> 
The  youth  returns  the  look  with  lading  eyes, 
And  anxious  thus  :  "  I  feel  my  lili    is  i^me — 
But  O,  in  whisper,  t<  II  me  if  I've  done 
My  duty  in  the  cause  for  which  I  bleed — 

k  to  mine  ear — my  ebbing  sands  recede  !"        40O 

Chauncey  with  gentleness  receives  his  hand  : 
•  My  son,  thou  art  an  honour  to  th\  land.'' 

II    ,e,  smotlier'd  with  his  ynei',  he  fails  to  speak — 
He  wipes  the  tear  that  steals  upon  his   check. 

Stammering,  his  voice  returns  :  "  My  dying  son — 
Peace  to  thy  soul  !    in  evn\   part  you've  done 
Thy  country's  honour  !     Long  wilt  thou  endure — 
Thy  noble  deeds  have  made  thy  praise  secure." 
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Each  word  was  softer  than  a  minstrel's  note, 
And  made  his  swimming  soul  in  transport  float :     410 

So  righteous  Latimer,  what  time  in  fire, 
Suffering  beneath  a  persecuting  ire, 
Heard  a  bright  angel  with  sweet  whispering  say  : 
"  Martyr  !  well  done  !  to  heaven  I  lead  the  way  !" 
His  soul  forgot  the  eating  pain  severe — 
He  seem'd  already  climbing  up  the  sphere. 

So  thus,  when  Chauncey  gave  him  tender  praise, 
On  pallid  Death  he  cast  a  smiling  gaze. 
He  mov'd  his  tongue  to  utter  back  a  word — 
But,  in  revenge,  death  barr'd  him  to  afford  420 

That  luxury  sweet.     He  roll'd  his  fading  eye 
Bright  in  a  tear — more  precious  than  reply — 
To  Chauncey's  hand  a  gentle  press  he  gave, 
Which  seem'd  to  say  :  "  My  joy  is  in  the  grave  !" 
Chauncey  rcturn'd  the  parting  touch  the  same, 
Which  warm'd  his  dying  blood  and  made  a  flame 
Blush   in  his   cheek  !      He  smil'd — then  clos'd  his 

eye — 
Swift  launch'd  to  heaven  his  immortality  ! 

Thus  when  extinguish'd  is  the  taper's  light, 
Still  round  the  wick  some  lingering  sparkles  bright, 
Faint  languish  one  by  one  : — soon  all  is  dark — 
Lo,  from  its  ashes  shoots  a  glowing  spark, 
But   never — never  more  !      So  Hatfield  smil'd  in 

death, 
Then,  like  a  sleeping  infant,  sigh'd  away  his  breath. 

When  Sheffie,  watching  in  the  deep  wood,  saw 
His  legions  break  before  the  rushing  war, 
8*    VOL.  in. 


50  FREDOMAD.       CANTO    XXII. 

He  pour'd  his  voice — smitinsr  his  breast  in  wrath, 
And,  as  with  frenzy,  fo;unM  alonir  his  path  : 
"  It  must  be  false  !     It  never  can  be  so  ! 
What,  hath  invasion  wrought  an  overthrow  ?  440 

Why  do  you  stand  in  listless  coward  ira/.c  ? 

Break  to  the  battle  !     Let  the  searching  blaze 

Of  utmost  hell,   flame   heaven  !     Glut   them   with 

death — 
Outnoise  the  elements  !     Bury  them  beneath  !" 

ConvulsM    witli    rare,  his   ti^ht-strainM  eyes  shot 

blood  — 

Down  \\itli  reserve  he  darkens  from  the  wood, 
I'lack,  like  a  tempest  scowling  o'er  the   earth, 
Edg'd  round   with   lightnin.es — muttering   thunders 
forth. 

I'ike  stands  a  monument — a  rook — a  tou 
And  smile>  in  soul  to  mirk  th'  approachin-j  power. 
His  eye->  the  radiance  of  two  stars  is  -.'ivcn, 
\Vlien  recent  wasli'd  by  summer  showers  of  heaven  : 

u  He-hold  the  squadrons  pouring  from  the  wood, 
Rough  in  th^ir  arms  to  sacrifice  our  blood  .' 
I  m  irk  you  shivering  with  desire  to  mo\e 
To  meet  them  in  the  field — your  darinir  prove. 
Why  doih  my  speech  withhold  you  from  your  faun — 
Rush   to  the  clrir»e  like  heaven's  consuminL'  llame. 

•'  Kinj,',  lead  the  butle — let  thy  soul  be  fire — 
Let  tumult  dirk-n  as  thy  foes  expire."  400 

ilence  of  his  toii'_'ilr,  they  spi 
M  ;  i  on  :h   by   Ki;. 

the  Albions  pour. 
Flashing  combustion  with  exploding  r« 
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But  those  of  Liberty  resist  the  shock — 

Rising  in  soul — immoveable — a  rock, 

Which  stands  and  laughs  at  Susquehannah's  flood, 

When  down  it  tumbles  in  its  wildest  mood  ! 

The  field  burns  into  flame  !     In  smoke  and  night 

The  warring  powers  are  smother'd  from  the  sight.  470 

A  transient  gale  now  whirls  the  cloud  away, 

And  lo,  the  scene  conies  flashing  into  day, 

A  moment — then — no  more  !    a  sword-blade  gleams — 

A  bayonet  dipp'd  in  life-blood  smoking  streams  ; 

A  plume — a  standard — trembles  on  the  eye, 

And  forth  they  vanish  in  obscurity. 

Death  gleans  a  fattening  harvest  :  Hoppock  dies — 
And  Lyon  wrapp'd  in  crimson  garments  lies — 
Not  words  can  give  their  character — their  fame, 
Their  deeds  alone  arc  worthy  to  proclaim —  480 

Their  smiting  falchions  magnified  the  fray, 
Nor  fail'd  their  lives  till  brittle  steel  gave  way  : 

The  point  of  Iloppock's  blade  was  thrust  betwixt 
The  neck  and  skull,  and  there  in  wedge  was  fix'd — 
While  in  the  act  to  wrench  it  from  the  bone, 
Tingling  it  snapp'd  ! — unarm'd,  his  life  was  done. 
A  foeman  plung'd  a  bayonet  through  his  side — 
His  life  departed  with  the  ebbing  tide. 

So  oft  had  Lyon's  sword  the  brain-walls  broke, 
Its  edge  was  batter'd  by  the  frequent  stroke —         490 
He  threw  it  by  to  seize  upon  the  hilt 
Of  one  made  vain — for  he  the  blood  had  spilt 
Which  gave  it  power  to  kill.     While  stooping  down 
To  make  the  trophy  his — no  vulgar  clown, 
But  Shefiio,  rushing  as  he  done  the  deed — 
(Ere  he  could  loose  it  from  the  griping  dead,) 
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Broke  through  the   guards  that  fcnc'd  his  youthful 

heart, 
And  tore  the  centre  of  its  threads  apart. 

The  Muse  might   swell  her  page  with  Albion's 

dead — 

And  some  were  worthy  of  the  honourM  bed.  500 

Her  strength  would  languish  ere  the  half  were  told — 
A  host  all  ghastly  in  their  blood  were  roll'd. 

Pike  puts  away  the  smile  from  off  his  cheeks, 
And  plants  deep  anger  there — abrupt  he  speaks 
To  those  in  strength  rcserv'd  :  "  The  fight  demands, 
It  calls  the  proudest  labours  of  our  hands  ! 
With  steel  plunge  forward  to  the  field  of  death — 
The  thirsty  bayonet  to  the  foe  bequeath  !" 

He  spurs  his  courser  to  the  strife — his  soul 
Pours  from  his  eyes,  which  like  two  comets  roll.     510 
As  vast  Niagara  plunges  down  the  strep 
With  foam  and  thunder  to  the  boiling  deep, 
Breaking  the  rocks  and  grinding  them  to  dust — 
So  Pike's  divisions  in  the  battle  thrust  ! 
King  joins  the  hero  blacken'd  in  the  fight — 
The  hand  of  Death  o'erwraps  the  field  in  night, 
Awful  as  Egypt,  on  that  dreadful  day, 
A  God  in  anger  snatrhM  tin-  li-_'ht  away  ! 
Awful  as  when  that  signal  hour  shall  come, 
When  all  tli.n  lives  shall  moulder  to  a  tomb  !          520 
Awful  as  tin-,  the  field  of  blood  appears, 
Whilst  clash  of  armies  thunders  up  the  spheres  .' 
At  times  a  burst  of  fire  breaks  through  the  night, 
Opening  to  view  the  tumult  of  the  fi},'ht — 
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But  hovering  Death  quick  closes  up  the  scene, 

Rejoicing  on  the  blast  with   hideous  mien. 

Pike  gleams  behind  the  darkness  like  the  sun, 

Centred  in  heaven  when  shrouded  by  the  moon. 

He  bounds,  he  thunders,  lightens  in  his  wrath, 

Carving  whole  files  before  him  in  his  path.  530 

Fredonia  comes,  and  kindles  in  his  hand 

The  fiery  edge  of  his  consuming  brand — 

Like  when  the  artist,  from  the  furnace  heat, 

Withdrew  the  steel — to  give  it  curve  complete, 

Red  hissing  from  the  flame  :  So  even  now, 

By  the  blest  touch,  sparks  from  the  falchion  glow, 

And  live  upon  its  edge  !     At  every  sweep, 

Whole  ranks,  opposing,  find  eternal  sleep. 

Yet,  Sheflie  stands  untam'd  in  all  his  ire, 

Urging  the  battle  in  its  fury  higher  !  540 

The  patriots  mark  the  flaming  sword  of  Pike, 

And  like  the  spirits  of  the  storm  they  strike. 

Their  thirsty  blades  drink  copious  draughts  of  blood, 

And  still  more  greedy  suck  the  vital  flood. 

Sheffie  rolls  backward  like  a  broken  wave, 

Leaving  behind  a  carnage  for  the  grave  ! 

"  Heroes  !  pause  not — but  rush  yon  bulwarks  on  ! 
Down — down  those  standards,  and  the  war  is  done  ! 
York  falls  in  weakness — kneels  beneath  our  powers — 
Fame  lights  the  path — the  day — the  fight  is  ours  !" 

Pike  gave  the  word  : — a  word  is  all  they  need — 
The  column  moves  to  consummate  the  deed. 
The  forted  Lions  cowering  from  their  height 
Fall  as  the  Eagle  waves  upon  their  sight  ! 
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Pike  manifests  his  virtue  :  "  Lo,  thus  far, 
We've  gain'd  unclouded  glory  in  the  war. 
York  is  a  reed,  that  bends  before  our   iniirht  — 
It  kneels,  and  in  its  kneclini:,  ends  the  ti-jht. 

Warriors  !  let  nothing  that's  dehiising  stain 
Our  laurels,  gather'd  on  yon  gory  plain.  500 

But  let  f-  -  L'lorify  the  line, 

That  round  our  brows  unfading  wreaths  may  t\\ine. 
Bury  the  past  in  brilliance  of  renown, 
By  generous  entertaining  of  tin-  Crown 
NS'ith  Mercy's  banquet  :    Great,   though  great   our 

use 

To  scowl  a  cold  defiance  at  her  1 
But  should  we  treat  the  enemy  se\«  re, 
Where  would  distinction  of  our  worth  appear  ? 
No  —  good  for  evil  to  our  i'>n  -  return, 
That  Virtue's  inccn.se.  in  our  breasts  may  burn.         570 

"  But  should  t'nere  be  a  u  retch  to  honour  lost, 
Not  he  shall  dull  the  splendour  of  our  boast  — 
With  message  swift  shall  lie  lie  jud^'d  to  death, 
Stamp'd  with  the  stain  of  infamy  beneath. 

"  Riddl*  .  ion  on  — 

Wary  in-  borders  of  the  town. 

Mark  if  the  Albions  linger  on  the  iield  — 
Or  in  submission  to  our    banners  \icld." 

Riddle  |  !i  a    c  iMlious  eye, 

The  routed  movement,  of  the  f»> 


The  meantime  Sheili.  ,  in  ilesp.iir  of  soul, 
Foam'd   like  •;'.!  from  cunirol. 

At  times  ho  wheel'd  to  rush  upon  his  death  — 
And  then  he'd  pause  insensible  of  breath. 
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While  thus  his  passion  in  its  madness  burn'd, — 
And  while  from  this  to  that,  he  furious  turn'd, 
His  frenzied  eyeball  glanc'd  thn  magazine, 
With  all  its  quick  destruction  stow'd  within. 
A  thought  of  hell  flash'd  rapid  through  his  brain, 
To  touch  and  blaze  the  ruin  on  the  plain  ! 

"  [This,  this  will  satisfy  to  rack  their  soul — 
No  flag  shall  ever  bend.     Against  them  roll 
Flames  in  a  torrent  !     This  their  final  date — 
Them  in  revenge  will  this  annihilate  !'* 

He  chok'd  for  want  of  air  : — turn'd  his  rag'd  eye, 
And  thus  continued  to  his  soldiery  : 

"  And  are  ye  Britons  ?  whither  will  ye  hence  ? 
And  will  ye  no  revenge — no  recompense  ? 
Stand — crowd  the  magazine  with  rocks  of  weight, 
To  fall  through  heaven  their  ranks  to  desolate.       600 

"  Churchill,  'tis  thine  the  secret  train  to  lay, 
Then  touch  the  sparkle,  and  with  wings  away. 
Each  will  be  knighted  from  the  royal  hand, 
When  once  their  hearts  lie  crush'd  upon  the  land." 

They  stand — obey  his  voice — and  soon  with  toil, 
Collect  and  place  upon  the  mine,  a  pile 
Of  rocks  of  besora  power, — shells,  bars,  and  ball, 
With  various  ruin  on  the  brave  to  fall. 

Full  fifty  tons  of  death's  exploding  grain 
Are  lodg'd  within, — from  which  the  fatal  train         610 
Artful  is  laid  by  Shcflie  and  his  crew — 
Th'  Infernal  near  to  urge  them  what  they  do. 
Completed — Churchill  to  the  match  sets  fire, 
And,  while  it  smoulders,  back  the  host  retire. 
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The  time  that  Riddle  trac'd  the  path  along, 
To  mark  th'  instructions  of  the  British  throng, 
Pike  wheel'd  to  gain  a  scat — \vlion  lo,  his  ear 
Caught  the  deep  sound  of  heavy  sorrow  near. 
He  searched  and  found  an  enemy  in  blood, 
In  danger  to  be  crush'd  beneath  the  crowd.  620 

"  Come,  my  sad  straneor,  let  me  aid  you,  come — 
I'll  be  your  friend,  and  shelter  you  with  home." 

This  said.     He  rais'd,  and  on  his  bosom  bore 
The  fainting  Briton  from  his  bed  of  gore. 

The  soldier  strives  to  speak — his  soul  appears 
Damping  his  eyes — he  thanks  him  with  his  tears. 

This  office  done,  he  settles  to  a  seat, 
Till  Riddle  should  observe  the  foe's  retreat. 
What  soul  is  not  at  rest  to  virtue  given, 
Performing  deeds  tint  meet  the  eye  of  heaven  !     630 

An  Albion  brother  having  seen  the  deed, 
Modest  approach'd  him  and  with  deference  said  : 

"  Be  not  offended  at  my  rudeness  near — 
I've  come  to  thank  you  with  a  brother's  tear. 
My  tongue  moves  awkward,  but  my  heart  is  warm — 
I  thought  you  savage  as  the  northern  storm.1' 

Thus  he.      Pike  aiiMverM  :    '•  llriton,  fear  us  not  ; 
The  bleeding  warrior  never  was  forgot. 
How  rank  is  Slander's  tongue  !     Columbians  know 
How  to  forgive  the  darkness  of  their  foe."  640 

The  Albion  then  :  "  Delusive,  I've  been  taught, 
That  you  for  booty,  or  for  victims  fought — 
That  nothing  sacred  ever  reach'd  your  mind, 
More  than  the  tygcr  or  tho  suv.i^e  kind — 
That  polish'd  virtues  to  the  wot  world  here, 
Were  far  more  rude  than  Europe's  forester. 
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And  hence,  they  plead  it  righteous  on  the  main 
To  bind  your  seamen  in  JwpressmcnCs  chain, 
That  they  might  haply  in  our  navy  learn 
Something  of  civil  life,  ere  their  return  !  650 

"  But  now,  I  scan  it  as  deception  all, 
That  they  might  righteous  this  contention  call. 
The  name  of  Freedom  is  the  cankering  sore, 
Which  eats  like  death's  tooth  to  their  life's  deep  core." 

He  paus'd.     And  Pike  with  smiling  took  the  word  : 
"  The  acts  of  virtue  their  own  bliss  afford — 
Man  feels  divine  impulsion  in  his  breast, 
When  his  soul  strives  to  make  his  fellow  blest. 
He  needs  no  tongue  to  tell  him  of  the  deed — 
A  whispering  conscience  is  sufficient  meed —          660 
Yea — more  refreshing  than  the  new-born  gale 
Made  rich  with  incense  from  the  flower-dress'd  vale, 

Or  dews  that  paradise 

«  God  ! O  God  !" 

********* 

Dread  shock  ! 

The  steadfast  pillars  of  creation  rock  ! 
The  magazine  is  blazing  up  to  heaven  ! 
The  earth  seems  reeling — from  its  centre  riven  ! 

To  kindled  ./Etna  add  Vesuvian  flames, 
With  all  the  burning  mountains  that  have  names — 
To  these  mix  earthquakes  ruinous  and  dire,  670 

With  all  their  spouting  cataracts  of  fire — 
Ten  thousand  thunders  join  to  this  dread  mass, 
With  all  the  lightnings  since  creation  was — 
Let  all  explode  at  once, — tremendous  jar  ! 
Earth-rending,  hell-shaking,  heaven-breaking  war— 

6      VOL.   III. 
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Scarce  would  the  scene  more  horrible  appear, 

Than  house  of  death  convulsing  through  the  sphere  ! 

Trees  rent,  and  bars,  shells,  rocks,  o'er  Riddle  fly — 

Pillars  of  dust  roll  dreadful  through  the  sky, 

An  awful  darkness  blots  the  heavens  from  si-_'ht,       680 

The  earth  is  compass'd  with  the  pall  of  nisrht. 

The  dead  are  stirrM  within  their  tombs  beneath — 

The  graves  yawn  wide  their  marble  jaws  of  death. 

The  fragments  falliiiL',  smite  the  earth  below, 
Crushing  the  brittle  life  of  friend  and  for. 
Yea,-— e'en  the  murderers  by  the  shock  expire — 
Too  soon  for  them,  the  earthly  hell  took  lire. 
Fifty  Columbians  and   two  hundred  die, 
By  dastard  act — the  act  of  infamy  ! 

A  shell  strikes  r.Ioomtield,  burst  in  i:  o'er  his  head — 
Without  a  sigh  he  joins  the  broken  dead  : 

Thus  stood  a  youthful  poplar,  iremm'd  with  de\\ , 
Fair  on  the  mountain,  pleasant  to   the  view — 
The  May-day  sun  delighted,  kiss'd  its  crown — 
But  In,  it  sunk  beneath  the  whirlwind's  frown  — 
Its  brittle  boughs  were  scatter'd  o'er  the  heath  : 

So  the  youth  perMi'd — broken  in  bis  death. 

Nicholson,  Fra/.ier,  by  the  General  stood — 
Both — both  are  mangled — floating  in  their  blood  ! 

Black  from  the  element  a  whirling  rock,  700 

As  Pike  eXCUiim'd,  upon  bis  temples-  struck — 
Crack'd   the    brain's  casement — bruis'd   along    his 
ch< 

And  crusli'd  upon  his  ribs  ! 

Faint,  d\  in ",    m«-ek, — 

He  sinks  upon  the  earth  like  wreath  of  snow, 
When  melting  from  its  rock.     His  features  show 
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Life's  cistern  failing  of  its  stream 

Statues  of  stone 

His  columns  stand — cold — petrified — undone  ! 
But  to  behold  the  failing  of  their  chief, 
O'erpowers  the  horrible — they  melt  to  grief: 

Thus  while  a  mother  in  a  frightful  storm,  710 

Presses  her  infant  to  her  bosonyvarm, 
A  vollied  sheet  of  solid  fire  descends, 
And  instant  thunder  from  the  cloud  impends, 
Aghast  she  stands,  convuls'd  with  horror  dumb, 
Cold,  like  a  pillar  bas'd  upon  a  tomb. — 
But  when  her  veins  of  life  begin  to  burn, 
Back  to  her  child  her  anxious  thoughts  return — 
She  views  it  in  her  arms,  all  black  with  death  ! 
At  once, — herself  is  lost — with  hurried  breath, 
And  deep,  her  bosom  heaves — despairing,  wild —  720 
She  thinks  of  nothing  but  her  strangled  child  : 

So  stand  the  brave, — of  self  they  think  no  more, 
To  see  their  chief  stretch'd  lifeless  in  his  gore  ! 

But  lo,  he  breathes — he  leans  upon  his  hand, 
And  thus  while  dying  to  his  sorrowing  band  : 

"  Push,  my  brave  fellows,  and  avenge  my  death  /" 
He  spoke — sunk  back — exhausted  of  his  breath. 

As  when  the  last  concluding  hour  shall  come 
To  rouse  the  silent  tenants  of  the  tomb — 
The  earth,  the  firmament,  as  parchment  scroll,         730 
Folded  together — death  seizing  on  the  soul — 
Lo,  mid  the  horrors  of  chaotick  night, 
A  voice  is  heard  from  seraph  veil'd  in  light  : 

"  The  past  is  done  !     Behold  creation  new  !" 
A  sudden  wonder  bursts  upon  the  view  ! 
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Four  suns  in  golden  brilliancy  appear — 

Two  britrlitt-iiing  the  east — two  the  western  sphere, 

The  earth  melts  into  heayen  !   in  i:landn<:  . 

Man  lives — translated  Iroin  mortality  ! 

So  Pike'*  expiring  words  the  brave  revive —       740 
They  seem  from  death  to  quicken,  breathe,  and  live  ! 
The  fifes,  the  bugles,  and  the  drum>  rebound — 
They  shout — shout  victory  !   with  triumph  sound 
Ripley  relocks  the  column — leads  it  on 
To  take  possession  of  the  yielding  town. 

MacClure,  with  sympathy's  soft-touching  hand, 
Raises  the  chief   to  muve  him  from  the  land. 
Solemn,  and  slow,  with  equal-measurM  feet, 
Six  mourners  bear  him  sighing  to  the  lleet. 

The  meantime  Sheflie  thus  to  Cowley  spoke,     2T»O 
Showing  the  monster  devil  in  his  look  : 

"With  infant  hell  \\e"\e  conilasirated  heaven  ! — 
And  fragment  thunder  on  the  foe  have  driven  ! 

"  But  why  did  Churchill,  reckles-,  why   did  he 
Kxcite  the   match  and  set  the  ruins  free, 
Till   we'd  the   d.mjer   tied  I      My  sword  no  order 

gave— 

It  micht    our  army   buried  in  tiio  grave. 
A  imitini:  ruck  apast  my  temples  brush'd — 
A  host  of  royals  by  the  blast  was  crush'd  ! 

"  Hark,  to  the  shout  !   the  buiile  ! — list  !   the  drum  ' 
They  i|ui.  ken  into  life  ! — they  come — they  come  1 — 

"  Away  !   why  do  wo  hesitate  ! — away  !  — 
Bear  you  a  flag,  th-  ti  to  dehy. — 
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Go,  check   their  forward  inarch — hearken  ! — they 

come  ! 

Do  you  not  hear  the  rattle  of  the  drum  ? 
Capitulate — and  strive  with  artful  tongue 
To  stay  their  march,  while  madden'd  with  the 

wrong, — 

Or  till  I  enter  in  the  senate  hall, 
Loosen  the  scalp — or  slaughter  may  befall 
The  captur'd  here  !     Their  hearts  must  burn  within, 
That  on  their  heads  we  cast  the  magazine.  771 

But  should  they  mark  this  scalp,  Cawataw  tore 
From  Woolfork,  massacred  at  Raisin's  shore, 
'Twould  waken  into  life  their  smother'd  ire, 
To  wrap  the  splendour  of  the  town  in  fire  !" 

Cowley  proceeds  with  floating  banner  white, 
To  meet  the  columns  moving  in  their  might, 
While  Sheffie  hastens  to  the  hall  of  state 
To  seize  the  horrid  trophy — save  from  fate 
The  kneeling  capital.     High  o'er  the  mace  780 

It  hangs  suspended— civil  man's  disgrace  ! 

Sheffie  arrives — -he  stretches  forth  his  hand 
To  loose  the  scalp  from  the  retaining  band — 
Behold,  it  quickens  !  drops  fresh  oozing  blood, 
While  the  hair  starting  in  an  angry  mood, 
Shoots  particles  of  fire  !     Sheffie  becomes 
Aghast  with  horror — but  the  approaching  drums 
Vital  his  bfood — he  flies  with  panting  breath 
And  gains  a  thicket — hides  himself  from  death. 

Cowley  by  this  had  met  the  conquering  force — 
Saluted  Ripley,  and  began  discourse  : 
6*    TOL.  in. 
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*'  Lo,  I  ani  charg'd  to  tender  thecour  peace, 
And  in  return,  we  crave  a  soldier's  grace, 
Thou  wilt  not  steel  thy  generous  bosom  hard — 
Mercy  administers  its  own  reward. 
Youll  scatter  from  your  thoughts  the  magazine — 
For  that,  by  accident  took  fire  within. 
We  never  could  have  thought  the  murderous  deed — 
Behold,  ten  fifties  of  our  own  fell  dead  ! 

The  British  name  is  known  " 

"  Yes  :  far  too  well —  SCO 
The  name  itself,  seems  partnership  with  hell  ! 
Moments  are  wastinir.     Soon  at  York  shall  I 
Have  ample  time  to  speak  its  infamy. 

"  Give  us  the  passing  road  ! 

"  Columbians  ! — now 

March  with  quick  music  k,  that  the  soul  may  flow. 
Remember  Pike's  injunction  on  the  plain — 
1  Let  nothing  dark  our  spotli-ss  honour  stain.'  " 

Forth  at  the  word,  the  patriots  pn^s  tin-  town  — 
The  Lion  humbled,  with  a  LTO.IU  sinks  down. 
The  "Eagle  soars  upon  triumphant  wings,  810 

While  from  th«-  -oul,  a  shout  through  rther  riii^s  ! 
A  thousand  captives  to  the  victors  yield, 
And  pile  their  bristling  armour  on  tin-  lleld. 

Ripley  to  Riddle  thus  :   "  Youns:  warrior,  bear 
The  lion  standard  to  tin-  na\ y  tli 
Pike  yet  may  live  to  fold  it  to  In.  breast, 
Or  on  its  Cross  his  dying  head  may  rest. 

"  Time  offers  now  a  i.--|.i:-'  n«>m  our  toils. 
Hence,  let  our  hunger  banquet  on  the  spoils: 
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But  first,  to  those  surrender'd  at  our  feet,  820 

Viands  generous  deal  them,  and  the  pulver'd  wheat. 
'Tis  not  against  the  helpless  we  contend — 
A  foe  in  battle — but  in  peace  a  friend  !" 

Riddle  unpausing,  moves  towards  the  beach — 
While  others  do,  as  saints  to  mortals  teach  ; 
Then  for  their  wearied  natures  they  provide, 
And  not  their  captives  of  their  fate  deride. 

Now  Ripley,  King,  with  other  chiefs,  withdraw 
T'  observe  the  treasures  conquer'd  in  the  war. 
Soon  they  approach  the  legislative  hall —  930 

To  mark  its  various  workmanship  they  call. 
They  view  the  cornice,  pillars,  form'd  with  grace- 
But  ken  with  scornful  eye  the  kingly  mace. 

"  Whence  is  this  blood  ?"     (Thus  King  in  heart 

despair,) 

"  Behold  the  scalp  ! — What  fiends  these  monsters  are  ! 
Ice  binds  my  heart.     O  sacrilege  of  heaven  ! 
To  what  death  violence  is  Albion  given  ! 
And  do  they  bear  the  character  of  men, 
Who  do  such  deeds  as  hell  hath  never  seen  ! 

"'Tis  not  enough,  the  savage  they  employ          840 
To  slay  our  virgins — our  sweet  babes  destroy  ! 
'Tis  not  enough,  they  massacre  with  fire, 
And  drink  our  veins  with  horrible  desire  ! 
?Tis  not  enough,  with  slander's  tongue  to  rave, 
And,  on  the  ocean,  fetter,  scourge,  and  starve  ! 
'Tis  not  enough,  their  magazines  explode, 
And  treacherous,  murder  in  the  coldest  blood  ! 
No — nothing  is  enough  !     This  scalp  of  hair, 
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Must  bo  suspended  naked — blccdine,  bare  ! ! 

Our  brother's  scalp  !        Brain-maddening,  freezing 

thought !  850 

By  gold,  from  hands  of  savage  monsters  bought  ! 
Who  knows  but  that  from  Allen's  head  it  came, 
Or  Hickman's,  Woolfork's — torturM  in  the  flame  ! 

'*  Is  civil  man  more  rank  than  savage  beast  ? 
What  racking  thoughts  convulse  within  my  breast  ! — 
The  prowling  wolf  the  bleating  lamb  consumes — 
His  trembling  prey  the  glutton  panther  dooms 
Instant  to  death — but   from  their  shatrpy   hide, 
With  ready  tongues  they  lick  the  crimson  title  '. 
No — not  these  prowlers  of  the  desert  wood,  860 

Can  bear  the  recent  stain  of  victims'  blood  ; 
And  shall   the  race  of  man  1  shall  Albion's  fame 
Be  ever  branded  with  the  damnini:  name  ? 

"  O  Hampdcn  '.   Hou.trd  !  characters  of  worth  ! 
Sidney  !  Russell ! — deign  not  to  look  on  earth  ! 
Ye  sad  must  weep,  yea,  weep  hot  tears  in  heaven, 
To  view  the  blood  to  which  your  Country's  given  ! 
Yea — if  on  earth  ye  deign  to  bend  an  eye, 
That  eye  will  stream  the  drops  of  agony  ! 

•  •••••••• 

"  My  soul  speaks  loud  to  set  this  hall  on  fire—      870 
In  empty  ;'-!i.<  Irt  the  whole  expire. 
My  heart  is  bent  to  sweep  it  down  amain, 
And  let  no  shadow  of  its  form  remain." 

•  •••••••         » 

A  pausing  deep  rnsuM.     The  awful  scene 

Palsied  the  tongue, — convulsing  every  mien. 
Touch'd  with  despair  they  gaz'd — in  n-vrrie  lost, 
As  if  before  them  stood  a  bleeding  ghost  ! 
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Ripley  at  length  the  solemn  silence  broke — 
Though  mild  his  language — tortur'd  was  his  look  : 

"  My  corded  heart  is  breaking  on  a  strain —          880 
Ice  is  lodg'd  here — it  freezes  with  its  pain. 
'Tis  bloody — O  'tis  horrible  !  but  King, 
Let  passion  never  'tempt  our  hands  to  bring 
Grief  on  our  fame.     Inclin'd  was  I  first, 
To  ply  the  torch  and  level  it  to  dust : 
But  when  more  calmly  I  the  deed  survey, 
As  though  these  columns  in  their  ruins  lay — 
Repentant  we  should  grieve — revenge  aside — 
Shading  the  cause  for  which  proud  names  have  died. 
No — never  by  our  passions  be  subdu'd,  890 

And  imitate  the  savages  in  blood. 

"  'Tis  not  against  the  architecture's  toil, 
Our  arms  make  war,  and  in  waste  ruins  spoil 
His  great  designs.     Let  arts  and  science  stand — 
Pollute  them  not  with  sacrilegious  hand. 
Such  barbarous  acts  the  Vandals  would  disgrace — 
Then,  what  dishonour  to  Columbian  race, 
Where  Freedom  flourishes  and  Science  lives, 
Which  from  the  nation  fostering  care  receives. 
No  :  let  our  hearts  the  dying  Pike  revere,  900 

And  save  this  splendour  from  the  torch  severe. 
Remove  the  scalp — consign  it  to  its  earth — 
'Twill  speak  the  British  name,  and  show  our  greater 
worth." 

Without  dissent,  to  Ripley  they  subscribe, 
And  all  the  honour  of  his  soul  imbibe. 

As  his  full  eye  reveal'd  a  tear-drop  bright, 
Ripley  assay'd  to  move  it  from  the  light. 
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Still  fresh  with  oozing  blood  !     Lo,  as  his  hand 
Loosen  M  the  complex  doublings  of  the  band, 
It  ceas'd  to  sparkle  fin-  and  drop  its  pore,  910 

As  though  the  touch  were  some  superior  power  ! 

The  chiefs  return  with  bosoms  heaving  sighs, 
As  closing  night  rolls  heavy  from  the  skies. 

During  these  passim:  inci.lrnts,  MacClure 
Convey'd  the  dying  1'ike  with  sorrow  pure, 
Down  to  the  beach.     Partial  his  eyelids  clos'd, 
And  veil'd  the  sight  from  heaven,  but  yet  cxpos'd 
A  circle  ghastly  wan.     Lo,  now  the  roar 
Of  vict'ry  swells  and  thunders  to  the  shore  ! 
Quick  his  eye  opens  with  a  brilliance  bright,  920 

Through  which  his  soul  comes  wakcn'd  iuto  light  ! 
The  rose  supplants  the  lily  in  his  check  — 
But  ah,  his  palsied  tongue  denies  to  speak — 
A  dying  smile  is  seen — a  lucid  tr.ir 
Melts  in  his  eye,  revealing  what  was  near. 

"  Thank" — God — he  would  have  said — Alas,  too 

weak 

His  stammering  tongue  another  won!  to  speak. 
IIi>  bosom  sinks  with  a  resigning  si<jh  — 
His  colour  pales — half  closes  up  his  eye. 

On  board  the  Pert,  him  tender  they  convoy,         930 
At  anchor  riding  in  the  silver  bay. 
Chauncey  stands  drooping  by  the  side  of  Brown, 
And  Dearborn  grac'd  with  honourable  renown  — 
While  o'er  their  checks  the  trickling  tears  stream  down, 
The  hero  wandering  in  a  dying  swoon, 
His  pulse  faint  beating,  slow  with  death's  dull  tune. 
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Thus  when  to  shroud  in  earth  some  far-fam'd  chief, 
The  muffled  drum  sad  strikes  the  note  of  grief — 
Now,  widow'd,  slow, — remote, — one  sound  alone — 
Another, — pausing — with  a  solemn  tone 
Conies  long  and  deep — and   then,  with  thickening 

beat,  940 

They  run  together  with  disorder'd  feet: 

So  his  pulse  strikes  with  intermitting  play, 
Fluttering  and  pausing  as  he  melts  away. 

Lo,  Riddle  now  on  hoard  the  ship  arrives 
With  Albion's  flag!     The  dying  Pike  revives  ! 
A  holy  brightness  quickens  in  his  eye, 
As  when  through  clouds  a  star  illumes  the  sky  ! 
His  soul,  as  though  from  sleep's  soft  arms  again 
Smiling  awakes  !     His  features  touch'd  with  pain, 
Give  beauty  to  his  cheek.     No  word  he  said, —         950 
But  laid  his  cold  hand  soft  beneath  his  head, 

Then  pointed  to  the  standard  ! 

Riddle  knew 

His  dying  purpose,  and  towards  him  drew 
The  conquer'd  banner,  furl'd,  and  tender  laid 
The  Albion  Cross  beneath  his  dying  head  ! 

He  glows — he  smiles  !   two  tear-drops  bathe  his 

eyes — 
They  close, — he  faints, — he  gasps, — he  sinks, — he  dies. 

********* 

Mortals  !  behold  his  spirit  on  the  wing — 
Divine  in  beauty — an  immortal  tiling  ! 
Like  a  young  dove  exultingly  she  flies —  960 

Yet  for  a  moment,  lingers  from  the  skies 
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To  take  one  look  of  the  exalted  clay, 

That  barr'd  her  freedom  from  celestial  day ! 

She  winds  her  flight  to  heaven  !      What  charms  unfold  ! 

Her  plumes  are  waving  in  a  flood  of  gold  ! 

Fredonia  joins  the  uncag'd  Spirit  free, 
To  bear  it  heavenward  with  her  company. 
As  bless'd  they  mount  upon  exulting  wings, 
This  anthem  sweet,  th'  empyreal  Goddess  sings  : 

"  Mortals  !  mourn  not ! — lo,  Pike  my  chosen  son, 
To  fields  ambrosial,  in  his  pride  hath  gone  ! 
Rejoice  in  heaven  !  behold,  with  joy  I  come 
To  bear  a  lofty  Spirit  to  its  home  ! 
Time  may  decay,  but,  crown'd  with  hallow'd  lame, 
Pike  will  endure  tbrougli  earth,  through  heaven  the 

same !"  975 


CANTO  XXIII 


BURIAL    OF   GENERAL   PIKE 

AND    DEFENCE   OF 

SACKETT'S   HARBOUR. 


ARGUMENT 

Th«  Burial  of  General  Tike. ..The  British  Fleet  in  tight  of  Saeketu 
Harbour. ...The  circumstance  of  ttiats  descending  from  Oiwego.... 
The  Defence  of  (he  Harltour. 

The  scene — Little  York,  Kingston,  Lake  Ontario,  and  Sackctt'* 
Harbour.. ..The  time  it  about  five  days  :  commencing  at  the  peri 
od  of  Pike't  leaving  the  Harbour  for  York,  ami  concluding  on  the 
day  wcceeding  hit  funeral. 
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CANTO  XXIII. 

A  SACRED  influence  held  the  gazers  dumb, 
When  Pike  expir'd  with  smiling  on  the  tomb. 
The  spheres  in  musick,  melting  on  their  breast, 
Dissolv'd  their  anguish  in  the  balm  of  rest  : — 
A  hope  delicious  echo'd  in  the  strain, 
Which,  like  a  holy  unction,  sooth'd  their  pain  : 

So  tender  poppies  at  the  day  newborn, 
Weighted  with  dew,   hang  down   their  heads  and 

mourn — 

But  when  the  sun  unloads  the  liquid  pearl, 
They,  fresh  with  beauty,  to  the  light  unfurl  :  10 

From  willow'd  sorrow  thus  they   rose, — and  smiTd — 
Their  up-rais'd  eye  with  heavenly  rapture  fill'd. 

At  length,  to  those  in  group  upon  the  Pert, 
Brown  gave  instructions — souls  of  high  desert  : 
Chauncey,  supreme  upon  the  lake — and  then, 
His  nephew,  new  in  arms,  but  rank'd  with  men — 
And  Brown,  his  brother's  son — and  Adams  fair, 
In  years  both  equal,  with  an  open  air. 
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Chauuccy,  (he  nephew,  rules  the  Pert — and  Brown, 

The  Lady-of-the  Lake  to  gain  renown —  20 

The  Fair  American,  the  vessel's  name 

That  Adaras  guides,  to  give  his  worth  acclaim. 

And  Morgan,  Riddle,  stand  upon  the  barque, 

To  hear  what  Brown  in  sorrow  would  remark  : 

"  How  wonderful  he  pass'd  from  earth  to  heaven  ! 
A  full  fruition  to  his  soul  is  given. 
His  heart  was  finest  gold, — of  mortals  first — 
And  we  with  honour  must  entomb  his  dust. 

"  Adaras,  the  wounded  in  your  vessel  take, 
And  bear  them  o'er  the  bosom  of  the  lake.  30 

Our  largest  grief  was  by  the  magazine — 
How  small  our  loss  had  not  that  treachery  been  ! 

"  Riddle,  return  and  this  my  purpose  say 
To  Ripley,  that  in  rest  his  warriors  stay, 
Till  from  the  grave  of  valour  I  return — 
Which  1  shall  hastni,  when  I  place  the  urn 
O'er  this  sublimi*  mortality — to  strike 
The  Fort  of  George — and  do,  or  fall,  as  Pike. 

u  My  brother's  elder  son,  in  Lady  sail, 
And  to  Niagara  bear  the  passing  tale,  40 

And  what  our  brief  intentions.     Morgan,  you 
With  rifle  band  will  irtiard  him  from  the  foe. 

'*  Chauncey,  your  naval  armament  proviilr 
With  ample  means  the  action  to  abide  ; 
And,  while  I'm  absent  on  the  solemn  tour, 
I  well  the  purposes  of  Yeo's  power — 
For  in  the  breeze  we  mark'd  his  banner  high, 
A*  evening  shades  were  closing  on  the  sky. 
Your  nephew  now  will  in  the  Pert  with  me 
Convey  the  rclicks  o'er  the  crystal  sea."  50 
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The  potent  Chauncoy,  when  his  words  were  done, 
Forsook  the  Pert  and  gain'd  the  Madison. 
Riddle,  the  scout  of  armies,  made  to  land, 
To  speak  to  Ripley  to  refresh  his  band. 
Young  Brown,  the  sea-youth,  in  the  Lady  sails 
To  fort  Niagara  with  inviting  gales. 
Morgan  embark'd,  as  Brown  the  chief  had  told, 
To  guard  his  passage  with  his  rifles  bold, 
Against  the  cruising  ships  of  Yeo  far, 
Intent  to  quench  the  beams  of  Freedom's  Star.  60 

Adams,  on  board  American  the  Fair, 
Receives  the  pallid-maim'd  with  soothing  care — 
Of  whom  is  Fanning  with  contusive  wound, 
Caus'd  by  a  rock  recoiling  from  the  ground. 

Young  Chauncey  of  the  Pert  his  anchor  weighs — 
And  Adams  follows  on  the  inland  seas. 
Their  half-rais'd  flags  the  sign  of  death  display, 
As  slow  they  wind  in  sorrow  from  the  bay. 

O  how  delicious  is  the  evening  beam, 
Steeping  the  fancy  in  elysian  dream  !  70 

Behind  the  western  cliffs  the  sun  decays, 
To  heaven  the  soul  attracting  with  his  rays  ! 
As  soft  on  Ocean's  lap  he  leans  his  head, 
He  paints  the  clouds  with  purple,  gold,  and  red, 
Rearing  their  fleecy  brows  with  grandeur  high, 
Like  shaggy  rocks  rough-pointing  up  the  sky, 
Edg'd  round  with  rainbows,  orange,  azure,  green, 
And  all  the  colours  that  in  heaven  are  seen. 

Light,  in  the  mirror  flood,  the  shadows  move 
Of  rocks,  hills,  clouds,  and  angel  forms  above.  80 
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With  breathing  lips  the  'Zephyrs  kiss  the  lake — 
The  sleeping  shadows  in  the  waters  wake 
And  dance,  delighted — hand  in  hand  they  go, 
Till  the  last  day  beams  on  the  mountains  show. 

As  down  the  west  the  evening  gold  decays, 
The  queen  of  heaven  her  silver  robe  display!. 
Smooth  as  she  climbs  the  elements  above, 
The  stars  in  loveliness  around  her  move. 

Lo,  as  Pike  slumbers  in  the  arms  of  death, 
Fredonia  comes,  and  with  ambrosial  bre;ttli  90 

Breathes  on  his  cold,  wan  cheek, — then  (lings  a  shower 
Of  holy  dew,  collected  from  the  bower, 
Shading  the  hill  of  heaven.      A  wonder  strange  ! 
The  marble  deathness  of  his  features  change  ! 
The  full-blown  roses  of  his  checks  revive, 
So  perfect  to  thr  lid-  I'M  -y  seem  to  li\r  I 

Thus  pale  and  drooping  lum^s  ;i  withcr'd  flower, 
Sear'd  by  the  scorching  of  the  noontide  hour — 
But  to,  the  moistore  and  the  breath  of  even 
Revive  its  tints,  as  dipt  in  dyes  of  li  -avcu.  100 

With  solemn  movement,  smooth  the  vessels  sail, 
Impeli'd  with  sadness  by  the  sighing  gale. 
When  day  returns  it  gleams  with  sickly  light- 
Remote  the  Harbour  looms  upon  the  si-jlit. 
From  Pert,  the  quns  in  mcasur'd  minutes  roar, 
Bearing  the  grief,  appalling,  round  the  shore. 

Backus  was  form'd  in  column  on  the  ground, 
When  the  brass  thunders  bore  the  heavy  sound 
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With  death-note  echo,  mourning  from  their  tongue, — 
Broken, — heart-sinking,  lumbering  slow  and  long.    110 

"  List !     Hark  !  the  measur'd  note — the  note  of 

death  ! 

Some  fallen  hero  asks  a  tomb  beneath. 
Behold,  two  vessels  on  the  lake  are  nigh, 
With  drooping  banners  weeping  through  the  sky  ! 
Sad,  I  forebode  ?tis  Ripley,  Forsythe,  Brown — 
King,  Pike,  or  Chauncey — foremost  in  renown. 
O  let  us  haste  and  meet  them  at  the  wave, 
To  boar  with  solemn  march  the  warrior  to  his  grave." 

They  heard  in  silence  with  their  souls  in  grief, 
And  move   with  sorrow's  tread  to  meet  the  lifeless 

chief.  120 

By  this,  in  harbour  have  the  vessels  moor'd, 
Though  still  the  guns  their  deep  affliction  pour'd. 
Brown  waves  his  hand — so  full  his  loaded  breast, 
It  chokes  his  tongue  to  utter  the  behest. 

The  speaking  sign  the  mariners  obey — 
Deep-aw'd,  Pike's  dust  they  to  the  barge  convey. 
At  thirty  second's  pause  they  dip  the  oar, 
Which  moves  the  yawl  with  deaduess  to  the  shore. 
Brown  fills  the  stern — bent,  leaning  on  his  sword — 
Sighs  heave  his  bosom,  but  no  voice  is  heard, —       130 
All  drooping  sad.     The  death-barge  travels  slow, 
Sunk  in  the  wave, — depress'd  with  leaden  wo, 
Sighing  itself  along.     The  waves  grow  dark, 
Though  ting'd  with  sable,  as  they  bear  the  bark, 
Groaning  with  sorrow's  weight  :  At  length  they  reach 
The  gazing  shore,  and  gather  on  the  beach. 


76  FREDONIAD.       CANTO  XXIII. 

When  Backus  and  his  column  inarkM  their  chief 
Stretch'd  on  the  bier,  thL'ir  tears  proclaimed  their  grief. 
As  bend  the  yielding  willows  to  the  plain, 
When  bath'd  in  summer  with  a  dash  of  rain —  140 

So  stood  they  weeping  with  dependent  head, 
As  though  their  hearts  were  in  their  bosoms  dead. 

And  now,  the  matrons  resident  in  town, 
With  trembling,  hurry  to  the  sand-beach  down, 
To  learn  whose  guardian  of  their  hearts  had  fled — 
Who  of  the  earth  had  made  his  funeral  bed — 
Each  apprehending  with  a  shivering  pain, 
Her  soul's  affection  in  the  battle  slain — 

"  My  husband  !— is  it  he  1" 

Exclaim'd  his  wife — 

And  sunk  upon  his  dust  bereft  of  lite.  150 

Her  heart  gave  back — she  fainted  long  away — 
Her  arms  like  death  convuls'd  upon  his  clay. 

At  length,  her  heart  laint  IhitterM  in  her  breast — 
She  breath'd — short,  panting  with  her  soul  oppress'd  : 

"  What  dizzy  darkness  > \\inis  bei.ue  mine  eyes — 
How  cold — how  dead  my  bosom-angel  lies  ! 
It  never,  cannot  be.     Montgomery,  speak  ! 
A  quickening  smile  seems  moving  on  thy  cheek  1 
That  rose  must  bloom  from  life  ! — 'tis  trancing  sleep — 
Waken,  my  love — my  bosom  trembles  deep  ! —          l(>(> 

u  Alas,  thou  art  no  more   .' — or  my  warm  kiss 
Had  broke  thy  slumber  to  return  the  bliss. 

Cold — icy -cold 

'•  He's  gone — my  ail  is  gone  ! 
My  heart  is  rent — my  hope — my  life  is  done  ! 
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u  How  often  hath  that  eye  made  glad  my  soul — 
Clos'd — clos'd  in  death  !  no  more  on  me  to  roll  ! 
And  will  these  hallow'd  lips  no  more  wed  mine  ? 
No  more  these  arms  about  my  neck  entwine  ? 
Will  not  these  features  smile  the  smile  of  joy 
To  hear  the  prattle  of  our  infant  boy  ? —  170 

Never — no  never  will  he  charm  thine  ear  ! — 
Is  my  Montgomery  gone,  and  left  me  widow'd  here  ? 
O  never  can  it  be — my  life — my  all  ! 
Awake,  my  love  ! — 'tis  thy  Clarissa's  call — 
Her  arms  embrace  thee.     O,  one  parting  look  ! 

"  Cold  is  thy  bosom — cold  " 

Dead, — fainting  on  his  clay, 
Again  she  fell,  and  sigh'd  her  soul  away. 

The  females  pour  a  sympathetick  tear, 
And  raise  her  gently  from  the  warrior's  bier. 
An  easy  carriage  bears  her  to  her  home,  180 

Where  she  revives,  and  faints,  by  grief  o'ercome. 
And  when  the  musick  of  her  heart  she  gains, 
A  wild  delirium  siezes  on  her  brains — 
Talks  of  her  husband — muttering  all  alone — 
And  each  long  pause  is  broken  with  a  groan. 

Without  the  accent  of  a  breathing  loud, 
In  the  dark  coffin  they  the  warrior  shroud. 

List ! — the  deep  tone  of  hollow-sounding  drum 
Gives  notice  solemn,  to  his  grave  they  come, 
Fresh  open'd  on  the  hill,  damp,  cold,  and  deep,         190 
Whilst  on  its  edge  is  laid  the  dark  brown  heap, 
Impressive  to  the  heart, — to  shut  the  scene, 
When  in  its  womb  shall  sleep  the  first  of  men. 
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At  every  pausing  note  the  musick  play, 
The  warrior's  hearts  si^li  broken  on  the  way. 
Sad  breathes  the  life — the  mu  tiled  drum  strikes  dead — 
With  mourning  step  delay "d,  the  measur'd  time  they 

tread . 

His  naked  sword  gleams  icy  on  the  pall, 
Like  Death's  pale  finger  on  Belshazzar's  wall. 

They  reach  the  grave,  and  compass  it  around —     200 
The  drum  no  longer  tones  the  sinking  sound. 
On  arms  reversed,  they  lean  their  foreheads  bare, 
While  nut  a  breathing  floats  upon  the  air. 

To  four  sage  warriois,  Hack  us  makes  the  sign 
To  sink  the  coffin  with  the  hiii"r,,l  line. 
Soft  they  approach,  and  raise  the  pull  and  sword — 
Then,  through  the  ringlets  run  the  doubling  cord. 
This  done, — they  raise  it — and  its  form  adj 
Kitting  the  chamber  ere  the\  lower  the  dust — 
Stow,  cautious,  deep,  they  sink  it  in  the  earth,  210 

Where  all  must  dwell  who  breathe  of  mortal  birth. 
This  done — they  cast  the  up-thrown  pile  beneath, 
Which  wakes  the  voice  of  hollow-sounding  death, 
Cold,  freezing  every  heart— the  warriors  raise 
Their  leaning  heads,  and  look  with  frenzied  e.ir.e. 

What  time  they  art  li  and  sou  the  hero's  bed, 
Brown,  sighing  with  his  grief,  this  language  said, 
Half  brightening  through  his  tears  :  ••  U  <  °\e  here  en- 

shrin'd 

Relicks  as  pure  at  ever  wrnpp'd  the  mind, 
Moulded  by  Deity.     The  Banner'd  Star  220 

Kindled  his  soul  to  meet  the  foe  in  war  ; 
Yet,  thoueh  he  maddcn'd  in  the  strife  of  arms, 
Peace  gave  bis  heart  the  sweetness  of  her  charms. 
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The  soldier,  patriot,  husband,  father,  friend, 
In  him  were  blended — hence,  will  he  descend 
To  distant  ages  with  a  memory  pure, 
While  the  bless'd  name  of  virtue  shall  endure. 

11  But  now,  'tis  time  to  put  away  the  sigh — 
The  grave  is  common  to  mortality. 
It  consecrates  the  heart  to  drop  a  tear,  230 

When  worth  lies  shrouded  on  tlio  funeral  bier  ; 
But  grief  excessive  shows  a  failing  mind — 
The  voice  of  wisdom  bids  us  be  resign'd. 

"  The  tomb  our  bodies  must  receive  in  turn, 
Hence,  o'er  his  dust  let  farewell  vollies  burn — 
The  drums  unmuffle — let  the  standards  float 
Light  to  the  motion  of  forgetful  note." 

They  dried  their  tears,  and   blaz'd   tlie  honour'd 

rounds — 

Instant  new  musick  from  the  drums  rebounds  ; 
Their  sighs  are  lost  amid  the  clear  notes  shrill —        240 
With  banners  streaming  they  descend  the  hill. 

Nor  brier,  nor  nettle,  mars  the  hailow'd  spot, 
Where,  grav'd  in  earth,  Pike's  holy  ashes  rot — 
But  there,  the  sweetest  flowers  delight  to  grow, 
The  primrose,  lily,  and  the  drops  of  snow  ; 
At  each  bright  morn  they  weep  upon  his  t^mb, 
And  scatter  round  a  waste  of  rich  perfume. 

What  time  that  Chauncey  from  the  Harbour  bore 
His  fleet  with  Pike  to  land  upon  the  shore, 
And  conquer  York — Yeo  beheld  his  sails,  250 

And  back  to  Kingston  flew  before  the  gales. 

He  came  at  evening — shelter'd  from  the  wind, 
And  thus  to  Prevost — confident  in  miud  : 
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"  Governor  supreme  !  worthy  the  royal  style  ! 
What  now  I  speak  will  cause  thy  brow  to  smile. 

"  Lo,  I  at  rising  sun  the  foe  descried, 
Embark'd   and  dashing  westward  through  the  tide. 
Perhaps  at  York  a  blow  they  meditate — 
But  Sheffie  soon  will  them  annihilate. 

u  Now  to  my  purpose  should  your  views  iodine,   260 
I  think  we'll  carry  on  a  bold  design, 
Which  is  no  other  than  their  port  to  strike — 
While  Crown  is  absent,  Forsythe,  Ripley,  Pike. 
To  tis  'tis  ofler'd  now  their  strength  to  break, 
And  rule  uncheck'd  the  circle  of  the  lake. 

"  Prudence  forewarns  not  to  approach  their  fleet, 
Till  we  shall  damp  its  violence  of  heat. 
Their  ships  cnrag'd  are  fatal  in  their  wrath, 
Hence,  for  our  safety,  we  must  shun  their  path — 
But  in  its  weakness  we  can  smile  the  town, 
And  bond  its  humility  standard  to  the  crown." 

I'revost  impatient  listened  while  he  spoke, 
And  thus,  as  though  tin-  Freedom  power  he'd  broke  : 

"  The  thought  is  gloriously  conceiv'd — 'tis  preat — 

We'll  forth  proceed — the    \ill.i-e   de>olate. 

Well  wing  us  o'er  the  flood  and  snatch  the  pri«e, 
And  wrench  the  haughty  Eaple  from  the  skies. 
The  town  will  kneel — beseech  of  us  its  life — 
None — none  will  dare  t'  oppose  us  in  the  strife. 
'Twill  be  to  us  a  pleasant  interlude —  280 

•  We  waste  the  time  to  na\i<:ate  the  Hood. 
Your  barges  m.  n  to  t.ike  the  troops  on  board, 
While  I  to  them  sh:ill  speak  the  pladilenin£  word." 

Yeo  in  fulness  of  his  hope  witlnln  w 
T*  arrange  the  barges,  Tends,  and  his  crew, 
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Whilst  Prevost  bounded  where  his  cohorts  stood, 
And  thus  with  vaunting  speech  :  "  Wheel   to  the 

flood  ! 

Embark  the  navy,  ready  to  away — 
Behold,  we  triumph  on  the  coming  day  ! 
Their  port  will  be  our  future  residence —  290 

Our  flag  will  wave  upon  its  eminence  ! 
As  Vincent  smote  them  at  the  Queenstown  Rock, 
And  gave  them  slaughter  for  the  death  of  Brock, 
So  now  shall  we  with  retribution  strike — 
Lo,  Brown  is  absent  on  the  lake  with  Pike  !" 

The  Albions  wheel  upon  the  line  of  march — 
Reaching  the  shore,  they  form  a  crimson  arch, 
Wide — bending  with   the   flood — which  shows   the 

same 
Reflected — like  the  bow  of  heavenly  name. 

The  ready  yawls  convey  them  to  the  fleet  300 

With  all  the  furniture  of  death  complete, 
Crowding  the  ample  ships  :  Wolfe,  Regent,  Earl, 
Whose  cloud-aspiring  masts  the  Cross  unfurl — 
And  lesser  names — deep  sunk  with  mortars  large, 
Besides  a  battle-ship,  the  Royal  George. 
Walch,  Haynes,  and  Moody,  Newell — fifty  more 
Compose  the  leaders  to  conduct  the  power. 
But  Gray,  the  generous  warrior,  stands  alone — 
A  gem  of  honour  to  the  English  throne. 

How  sad  the  Muse  regrets  so  few  to  find  310 

Of  Albion  chiefs  endow'd  with  noble  mind  ! 
Impartial  Britons  ! — point  the  man  of  fame, 
Whom  I  unworthy  have  traduc'd  his  name — 

8      VOL.   III. 
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His  name  shall  be  redeem'd,  unspotted,  bright — 
A  star  sweet  beaming  through  the  clouds  of  night — 
Distrust  me  not — it  makes  my  bosom  bleed, 
To  find  so  few  deserving  virtuous  moid. 
Their  characters  are  so  begrim'd  with  wrong, 
They  stain  the  honour  of  the  epick  song. 

Now  in  their  place,  the  ready  seamen  stand         320 
To  loose  the  grappling  anchors  at  command  ; 
But  as  that  Yeo  was  about  to  say  : 
14  The  moon-bent  fastenings  from   the  deep   rocks 

wciirh  !'" 

The  fickle  breezes  from  the  south  veer'd  round, 
And  fast  in  port  th*  impatient  navy  bound. 

But  when  the  morning  rose  with  pallid  beam. 
Fliat  Brown  returird  from  o'er  the  crystal  stream 
To  grave  the  dust  of  Tike — the  north  L'ales  New 
With  infant  breath  to  suit  the  royal  view.  ro> 

Tin  v  spread  their  sails  to  catch  the  flickering  wind — 
Which  fill'd  and  bore  them  on  their  cour.su  design'd. 

The   sun  at  noon,  the  Harbour  they  descrv — 
The  towering  steeples  pointing  up  tin-  sk\. 
Th'  alluring  prospect  animates  their  In 
To  UK  11    i  ilie  Eagle  from  her  air-built  nest. 

Now  when  that  Chauncey  and  young  Adams  fair, 
Had  fill'd  with  mournful  sound  the  sorrowing  air, 
They  cast  their  anchors  off  the  Harbour  d 
In  sight  the  passing  enemy  to  keep. 

Chauncey  was  first  to  mark  them  in  the  north,    340 
Like  loose  'U.itiML'  level  with  the  earth. 
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"  Explode  the  signal  guns  !     Behold  them  rise 
Successive  into  view,  where  waves  and  skies 
Kissingly  unite  !" 

Words  were  useless  more, 
For  even  now  the  alarming  cannon  roar — 
The  lumbering  echo  hurries  to  the  fort, 
Which  soon  outswells  the  navy  in  report. 

The  patriots,  instant  they  receiv'd  the  sound, 
Sought  their  bold  chieftain  in  their  baldricks  bound, 
From  which  their  swords  hung  ready  at  a  leap       350 
To  break  their  prison — royal  heads  to  sweep. 
Backus — Mills  next,  the  battle  lines  to  rule — 
Then  Lavalle,  Aspinwall,  of  equal  soul. 
Stone  left  the  fortress  in  the  care  of  West, 
To  do  as  Brown  his  will  should  manifest. 

"  Warriors,  your  promptness  at  the  brief  alarm 
Bespeaks  you  ready  in  the  cause  to  arm, 
And  shows  the  beatings  of  your  bosoms  warm. 

"  With  sands  of  gold  the  moments  vanish — Mills, 
Supported  with  your  aids,  scour  plains  and  hills,     360 
And  let  your  voice  be  echo'd  through  the  night, 
For  volunteers  their  country  to  requite. 
Stone,  to  the  fortress  presently  repair, 
And  keep  reserv'd  its  ready  thunders  there, 
Till  second  flame  the  infantry  shall  pour, 
Then  let  the  foe  be  deafen'd  with  their  roar. 
The  only  passage  open  from  the  lake 
Is  at  the  Island — possible  to  take, 
Hence,  Backus,  thither  lead  your  banded  power, 
And  raise  a  bulwark  to  defend  the  shore."  370 

Mills  mounted — plied  the  spur — and  dashing  rode 
To  rouse  the  culturers  of  the  soil  to  blood — 
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Stone  to  the  fort — and  Backus  with  his  men, 
Whose  eye  of  v;ilour  is  an  K;I._ :lr\  km. — 
Lavallu  the  patriot,  Aspinwall,  and  Brown, 
Unite  their  powers  to  fortify  the  town. 

Now,  when  the  ships  exploded  the  alarms, 
Oswego  rose  and  seiz'd  upon  their  arms. 
MacNitt  tho  honour  had  to  rule  the  van — 
Barges  nineteen,  his  active  warriors  man.  380 

Soon,  foaming  o'er  the  waters,  he  descries 
A  squadron  to  defeat  his  enterprise. 

Prevost  on  Newell  had  hestow'd  command 
To  take,  or  sink  them,  err  they  struck  the  land. 
MacNitt,  with  mind  not  readily  subduM, 
Rapid  proclaims  to  stretch  along  the  flood  : 

"  Quicken  the  stroke  and  strong  with  breathing 

row  ! 

Behold,  they  come  our  strength  to  overthrow  ! 
I.  ish  into  spray  the  bosom  of  the  wave  ! 
Turn  yonder  point,  and  strive  the  arms  to  save.      390 
Let  nothing  look  behind — but  dash  the  oar — 
Or  make  tin-  port,  or  run  upon  the  shore." 

Each  word  was  like  a  coal  upon  their  heart  ; 
Like  wings  of  swallows,  swift  the  oar-bladrs  d.irt — 
The  Albions  in  pursuit — who,  furious  brush 
The  waves  with  foaming  strokes — and  driving  rush, 
And  intercept  the  rear — hut,  with  quick  turn, 
Dashing  so  fleet,  tho  barges  smoking  burn 
Beneath  thefrictive  oars— luply  they  land — 
Their  vacant  yawls  remain  with  .\r\vdr.s  band.       40O 

Ten         i  M  t'-Nitt,  l>\  darting  motion  reach 
'I'll--  Harbour's  shore  and  bound  upon  the  beach. 
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Newell  returns  rejoicing  in  his  pride, 
His  recent  trophies  gliding  by  his  side. 
With  empty  pomp  he  passes  round  the  fleet — 
Him  Prevost  hails  as  vict'ry  were  complete  : 

"  Knighthood  is  thine  !— nine  conquer'd  at  a  blow  ! 
This  is  the  prelude  to  their  overthrow  ! 

"  A  thought  has  flash'd  upon  my  brain — indeed 
Sudden — but  yet  the  method  will  succeed.  410 

Hear  it,  Sir  James  !     From  this  your  anchors  weigh, 
And  bear  the  navy  to  the  Southern  Bay — 
Then  will  I  forth  with  Newell,  an  adept, 
And  from  Oswego  barges  intercept — 
It  cannot  be  but  other  bands  from  thence, 
Are  hastening  down  to  give  their  flag  defence." 

Thus  spake  Sir  George — and  thus  began  Sir  James, 
Such  gaudy  titles  flutter  round  their  names — 
A  monarch's  art  to  fill  an  empty  skull, 
And  make  the  vacant  idiot  more  a  fool.  420 

"  Balanc'd  have  I  the  weight  of  your  discourse— 
My  judgment  tells  me  'twill  impair  our  force. 
I  fear  we  lose  our  purpose  by  delay, 
For  which  your  captures  never  would  repay  : 
'Twill  give  them  needful  leisure  to  prepare 
With  ample  bulwarks  to  defy  us  there. 

"  Should  I  advise — at  once  I'd  strike  the  shore, 
Ere  abler  strength  was  added  to  their  power. 
Do  you  not  hear  their  'larum  guns  resound 
To  call  their  forces  from  the  country  round  ?         435 
Hence,  would  I  make  the  sudden  descent  now, 
Ere  they  by  numbers  could  resist  the  blow," 
8*    VOL.  in. 
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"  In  this,  I  apprehend  your  judgment  wrong — 
Small  parts  deducted  will  make  weak  the  strong. 
The  effort  will  succeed — each  freighted  boat 
Will  yield  successive,  as  we  onward  float. 
Thus,  while  the  fleet  at  anchor  rides  at  ease, 
Well  waste  their  stren<rth  and  bend  them  by  degrees. 

"  Dread  you  their  power  1       If  we  indeed  must 

fight, 

Let  all  their  forces  to  a  point  unite.  440 

Will  not  our  veterans,  prov'd  invincible, 
Their  proudest  efforts  in  submission  quell  ?'' 

Yeoobserv'd  him  on  his  purpose  bent, 
And  said  no  more  to  hinder  the  event. 
But  weigh'd  and  set  his  compass  for  the  l»a\ , 
While  I'rcvost  plann'd  arrangements  on  the  way. 

How  oft  the  d.mcing  of  a  feather  saves 
The  proudest  nations  from  impending  graves  ! 
How  oft  the  happiness  of  man  is  made 
By  the  mere  passing  of  a  transient  shade  !  450 

How  oft  doth  agony  that  burns  the  blood 
Direct  the  soul  to  some'  substantial  good  ! 
i  not  MacNitt  sustain 'd  a  partial  loss, 
By  this,  had  wav'd  on  high  the  royal  Cross — 
But  by  a  ciromi>UM< « — i  fraction — | 
The  Eagle  floats  upon  the  parapet  ! 

The  regal  barges  being  mann'd  with  power, 
Cautious  proceed  along  the  winding  si 
Smooth  on  they  rliile,  their  oars  in  measur'd  sweep, 
Like  flocks  of  sea-fowl  sculling  through  the  deep.    400 
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Now  when  Fredonia  on  preceding  even, 
Had  bath'd  the  cheek  of  Pike  in  dew  of  heaven, 
She  fled  the  earth,  and  spent  the  night  above, 
Reclining  soft  on  flowers  perfum'd  with  love. 

At  noon  the  Goddess  in  her  beauty  came 
With  Vict'ry  on  her  right — her  left  was  Fame, 
And  stood  on  heaven's  battlement — diamond  stone, 
Whose  pure  effulgence  would  make  dark  the  sun. 
To  earth  she  bent  her  eyes  of  azure  bright, 
Like  newborn  stars  that  roll  in  seas  of  light,  470 

And  mark'd  with  grief  the  feeble  arm  of  Brown, 
Back  to  recoil  th'  invasion  from  the  town — 
The  barge-boat  squadron  blackening  up  the  lake — 
After  brief  pausing,  with  a  smile  she  spake  : 

"  Ontario  calls  us  forth  : — the  time  is  now, 
Swift  to  descend  and  circumvent  the  foe. 
Observe  what  numbers  darken  o'er  the  lake, 
Searching  with  jealous  eye  the  brave  to  seek — 
But  empty  nothing's  there — yet  still  must  we 
Delude  their  fancy  on  the  crystal  sea,  480 

Till  Brown  with  abler  means  shall  stand  prepar'd 
Against  pollution  of  the  sail  to  guard. 

"  Behold  yon  silver  mist  that  lines  the  north  ! 
Thither  we'll  dart  invisible — and  forth, 
Within  its  spongy  folds  the  fleet  involve, 
That  they  no  object  may  distinctly  solve." 

Swift  on  three  arrows  of  descending  light, 
They  glance  to  earth  from  the  empyreal  height. 
Soft  on  the  bosom  of  the  cloud  they  sail, — 
And  with  their  wings,  by  fanning  of  the  gale,  490 

They  bear  the  volume  of  thin  mist  away, 
Which  by  degrees  obscures  Ontario  sea, 
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Surrounding  objects  scattering  from  the  eye, 
Save  what  the  brain  creates  in  vac.mcy. 

This  done — Fredonia  from  her  bosom  breathes, 
And  of  her  breath  a  various  rainbow  weaves  ; 
On  which,  like  tilings  of  heaven  th'  empyreals  ride— 
Th'  obscuring  cloud  remaining  on  the  tide. 

The  Britons  presently,  delusive  view 
Barges  descending  with  a  numerous  crew.  500 

Provost  beholds,  and  in  his  pride  exclaims  : 

"  Look  !  they  approach  !     This  proves  my  thoughts 

not  dreams  ! 

Did  not  my  wisdom  their  descent  foresee  ? 
Thus  we  by  parts  will  waste  their  strength  away. 

"  Newell,  incline  to  land  with  lialanc'd  oars, 
Should  they  attempt — to  bar  them  from  the  shores, 
While  I  a  compass  on  th  •  irolttl  take, 
That  none  may  dart  beyond  us  on  the  lake  ; 
When,  thus  environ'd,  must  their  standard  fall — 
We  strike  with  steel,  nor  trust  th'  uncertain  ball."  510 

Newell  breaks  off,  and  glides  along  the  shore, 
While  Prcvost  circles  with  an  even  q 
Arching  th  p  : — liko  crescent  moon 

The  shadows  they  surround.     And  Prevost  soon 
Thus  cast  his  voice  away  :  "  Despair  and  yield  ! 
Supreme,  I  rule  upon  the  lake  and  fu-ld  !      . 
Reverse  your  standard — strike  it  from  the  sun — 
A  word,  a  breath — and  lo,  your  lives  are  done  ! 
Hope  to  the  wind*  dismiss — in  vain  to  lly — 
Make  but  the  motion,  (irrsrutK   \,.u  <:  52."» 

What,  mock  the  gestures  of  my  lifted  sword  ? 
This  sword  is  death  !     Surrender  at  the  word  ! 
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What,  dare  you  still  my  rising  arm  to  mock  ? 
The  power  is  mine,  your  every  breath  to  lock  ! 
Bend  to  the  knee  !     I  feel  my  mercy  spent — 
The  bayonet-spear  will  through  your  hearts  he  sent  ! 
What,  do  your  standards  flout  at  my  decree  ? 
Rush — Albions,  rush — and  prove  their  destiny  !" 

The  squadron  forward  dash'd  with  steel  in  hand, 
To  gain  a  conquest  of  the  airy  band.  330 

Prevost  in  front,  and  Newell  on  their  rear, 
Leading  the  onset  with  a  lifted  spear. 

Lo,  in  the  time  that  lightning  cuts  the  sky, 
The  phantoms  vanish'd  into  vacancy  ! 
A  new  position,  opposite  they  stood, 
A  solid  cube  condens'd  upon  the  flood. 

So  when  the  sun  in  his  careering  way 
Illumes  with  amber  light  the  silver  spray, 
Curling  in  wreaths  from  vast  Niagara  deep, 
Whose  constant  thunders  bellow  Earth  to  sleep — 540 
Fantastick  rainbows  dance  with  lucid  sheen 
Mixing  soft  beauty  with  the  awful  scene — 
The  stranger  marks  them  in  their  wanton  play- 
He  moves — behold  they  vanish  into  spray. 
Curious  of  mind,  he  takes  a  different  stand, — 
Another  group,  delighted  hand  in  hand, 
Conies  leaping  into  life  on  golden  feet, 
Touch'd  with  the  wonder  of  enchantment  sweet. 

Like  these,  elusively  the  shadows  fled, 
And  on  the  lake  a  new  position  made.  550 

Prevost  in  madness  tore  upon  his  hair  : 
"  Dash — plunge,  destroy  them — what   direction — 
where  ? 
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Whither  have  they  vanish'd  ? 

"  Newell,  explain. 

Wherefore  have  they  pass'd,  and  nothing  slain  ? 
To  you  'twas  given  to  bar  them  from  the  shore, — 
Your  loss  is  larger  than  your  gain  before. 

Confusion,  what " 

Hi~;  pride  so  keen  was  stung,    - 
He  bit  to  rest  the  censure  of  his  tongue. 

a  My  fame  is  tarnish'd  not,"  Newell  rejoins. 
"Bold  I  aver,  they  never  pressM  my  lines.  560 

My  barges  stand  unalter'd  in  their  <  urvc — 
No  touch  we  felt  to  jar  upon  the  nerve. 
We  thought  indeed,  your  circle  was  in  fault — 
To  us  it  scciuM  \ou  broke  at  the  assault. 

Their  rapidness  I  saw 

"  Behold  thorn  now  .' 

Too  fast  thy  passion — smooth  away  thy  brow. 
Mnrshall'd  in  cube— deep-wcdir'd  in  solid  form, 
Their  falchions  gleaming,  daring  us  to  storm  !" 

"  Can  it  be  so  ?      Mv  m  '<»r  was  too  fast — 
We'll  now  effect  them  with  a  leaden  hhsi.  570 

N  •>  more  we'll  make  ende  ivonrs  \viili  tin-  l>r;ind, 
For  fear  they'd  fly  the  slowness  of  our  hand. 
But  they  in  speed  must  imitate  the  li-dit 
T'  outstrip  the  motion  oftlie  bullet\  Ill-lit. 
Display  tho  barge-line  in  n  spacious  , -urve, 
That  when  I  speak,  »-;u-h  arm  liis  death  may  si  r 

The  watermen,  as  he  the  mandate  r 
In  a  broad  crescent  arrh'd  upon  lln-  wave — 
And  Prcvost  thui  again  :  "  We'll  blot  their  name— 
They  melt  before  u»  in  a  shower  of  ilame.  580 
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With  idiot  gaze  they  look  upon  their  fall ! 

Destruction  waits  upon  their  funeral  ! 

The  steel  batter  with  flint  !"     Vaunting  he  spoke — 

Forthwith  the  curve  was  wrapp'd  in  flame  and  smoke, 

Through  the  strange  element  sharp  sung  the  lead 

Like  hail-drops  driven  by  the  lightning  dread. 

But  lo,  the  wonder  ! — none  are  seen  to  die  !     * 

The  smoke  augments  the  spectre  imagery  ! 

More,  and  more  violent  the  flashes  grow — 

Near,  and  more  near  press  on  their  shadowy  foe  !  590 

With  seeming  anger  they  portend  the  dart  ! 

A  sudden  horror  siezes  every  heart — 

Palsied,  they  drop  their  arms — disorder'd  break, 

And  fly  like  wild  things  scattcr'd  o'er  the  lake. 

So  when,  beneath  the  moon's  inviting' ray, 

Rude  boys  blaspheming  bent  upon  their  play, 

Heed  not  a  thickening  of  the  cloud  of  night, 

Till  swift  it  comes  and  smothers  up  the  light  ! 

Amaz'd  they  startle — chill'd  with  horror  cold, 

While  in  their  bosoms  with  a  press  they  hold          600 

Their  light-pent  breathing — huddling  in  a  crowd, 

They  look  towards  the  moon  and  mark  the  cloud, 

Which  soon  their  fancies  image  to  the  form 

Of  some  dark  spirit  of  the  midnight  storm. 

Their  terrors  thicken  as  they  view  the  skies — 

Like  open  graves  appear  its  hollow  eyes  ! 

They  shriek — and  scattering  in  their  panick  fly, 

Not  daring  to  revert  a  backward  eye  : 

Thus  smit  with  sudden  i'car,  the  Albions  break, 
And  drive  like  unchuin'd  frenzy  o'er  the  lake.          610 
Each  seems  to  each  the  image  of  a  sprite, 
More  hideous  shapen  as  descends  the  night. 
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Yet  still  pursu'd  by  wonder-workini;  sj>cll, 
They  think  they  sec  the   horrid  things  of  hell ! 

Not  otherwise,  a  traveller  spent  with  toil 
Through  a  long  day  beneath  the  sun's  hot  broil, 
Reclines  at  night  to  lose  himself  in  rest — 
But  latent  fever  stirring  in  his  breast, 
Propels  his  blood  in  hurry  through  his  veins, 
Which  wakes  the  sleeping  tenants  of  the  brains —   620 
Grim  shapes  and  shadows  horrible  appear, 
Which  hold  him  spell-bound  in  the  irripe  of  fear — 
The  more  he  labours  to  avoid  the  dream, 
The  more  terrifick  in  their  looks  thy  seem  : 

Like  this,  the  misty  spectres  of  the  flood, 
Pursue  the  foe,  till  frosted  M  ems  their  blood, 
The  more  they  labour  from  the  scene  to  fly, 
More  dire  the  shades  their  bosoms  tei  i  ih  . 

What  time  these  scenes  upon  the  lake  transpir'd, 
Brown,  Backus,  Aspinwall,  one  impulse  in  M          630 
To  sink  the  trench  and  rui.-e  the  buhvark  mound — 
And  soon  the  passage  with  defence  \\.is  bound. 

Now  as  the  moon  descending  in  lii-  place, 
Bathes  in  blue  ocean  her  empyreal  face, 
Mills,  with  battalions  to  the  Harbour  C.HIK  •< — 
Brief,  when  was  hush'd  the  musick  of  the  drums, 
Brown  he  salutes,  and  thus  :  "  Great  was  my  fear, 
Ere  this  tlje  foe  had  deflated  In 

"These  now,  which  I  surrender  up  to  tl 
Aver  they'll  die  for  Freedom  valiantly,  640 

Of  beat  th'  in\.idn  ,  beam.       Our  station  plan — 

Well  prove  our  courage  worthy  of  the  \an.'' 
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Brown  approbating  thus  :   "  Scarce  hath  the  watch, 
The  fourth  from  twelve  wound  up, — your  swift  des 
patch 

Merits  the  meed  of  praise.     When  danger  crowds, 
A  brittle  moment  elevates  or  shrouds 
The  hope  of  nations — characters  of  men — 
So  fleet  the  changes  of  this  changing  scene. 
Thy  swift  return  its  future  fame  will  find  ; 
It  proves  thy  country  lives  upon  thy  mind."  650 

This  said, — in  centre  of  the  band  he  rode, 
And  strong  in  faith  their  place  defensive  show'd  : 

"  Soldiers  !     I  feel  that  none  will  disregard, 
What  each  in  honour  valiant  hath  declar'd. 
Fix'd  be  your  souls  upon  the  trial  day, 
That  no  pale  thought  your  purpose  shall  dismay. 
Fame  is  your  birthright — Let  deep  anger's  brow 
Cast  back  defiance  on  th'  invading  foe. 
Heed  not  their  haughty  port — this  bulwark  strong 
Will  be  your  safety  'gainst  th'  opposing  throng.      660 
The  lead  keep  sleeping  till  you  well  can  spy 
The  pearly  white  that  compasses  their  eye. 
Ere  thrice  your  arms  explode,  the  fort  will  burst, 
And  them  reduce  to  elemental  dust." 

Brown  ended  his  address.     The  band  replied : 
"  Till  death  shall  come  the  foe  shall  be  defied  !" 

No  more  was  pass'd.     Brown's  order  they  obey'd, 
Led  forth  by  Mills — a  soul  for  battle  made. 
While  deep  in  thought  the  village  to  defend, 
To  Backus,  Brown,  familiar  like  a  friend  :  670 

*'  Prudence  forbids  us  on  these  troops  to  rest, 
Though  stand  they  shielded  with  a  wall'd-up  breast, 
9    VOL.  in. 
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They  show  like  those  that  shrunk  from  Rensselaer — 

He  lost  the  fight  by  their  unmanly  fear, — 

Hence,  be  it  thine  to  stand  upon  re-cm-, 

Should  these  prove  dastard  and  from  honour  swerve, 

With  choice  battalions,  first  to  drive  the  ball, 

Lavalle  detach,  and  gallant  Aspinwall — 

Should  those  with  Mills  in  weakness  lly  the  storm, 

My  sword  will  strive  their  breaking  to  reform."      680 

When  Brown  in  friendship's  ear  his  thoughts  ex- 

press'd, 

Backus  perform'd  with  promptness  the  behest — 
Lavalle  displayed  upon  tin-  village  road, 
And  Aspinwall  to  stand — attack  the  crowd 
Of  Albion's  dark  array — and  then  combine 
And  brave  his  strength  to  curb  th'  invading  line. 

The  whole  was  plann'd  and  ready  for  the  fight, 
As  eastern  clouds  made  manifest  the  light. 

Gone  is  the  visionary  cloud,  that  lost 
Forlorn  upon  thu  lake  the  royal  host.  690 

Drifting  unknown,  they  from   their   wild  dreams  wake, 
And  scarce  com--  i\c  uli.it  brought  them  on  the  lake. 

At  length,  when  morning  partially  was  seen, 
They  rose  with  care  Jrpirtur'd  in  their  mien — 
As  Venus  \eil'd  her  fold,  the  last  1'iiL'ht  star, 
They  join'd  their  navy  at  the  Southern  bar. 

The  check   of  PrevoM  -till  retain'd  its  dread, 
And  thus  I.)   Veo  he  with  \\ihlness  s.iiil  : 

•  11.  II  li.'th  dis'_'on;M  its  tenants  !     Yea,  I  fear 

That  lien.l-  in  riot  hold  theii  700 

Death's  arrows  seem  my  bosom  to  transfix — 
No  other  thit,  than  the  infernal  Styx  ! 
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Methinks  I  even  now  behold  the  flames  ! 

Had  we  not  better  cross  the  lake,  Sir  James  ?" 

"  Recross  the  lake  !  renounce  our  purpose — how  ? 
I'll  never  more  raise  flag  against  a  foe  ! 
Away  the  thought — outroot  it  from  your  breast, — 
Let  the  past  night  in  deep  oblivion  rest. 
Though  I  at  first  was  urgent  to  proceed, 
And  gain  a  knighthood  by  the  splendid  deed,  710 

Yet  my  soul  stands  in  every  thought  as  sure, 
That  we  shall  make  the  victory  secure. 
Admit  their  energies  are  stronger  now, 
Still  we  with  ease  their  strength  can  overthrow  ; 
Yet  oft  they  stand  and  disregard  the  storm, 
And  breast  the  danger  in  its  blackest  form  : 
York,  Sheffie  hath  surrender'd.     Late  at  night, 
Heard  I  that  Proctor  in  a  panick  flight 
Fled  from  Sandusky — beaten  by  a  boy  ! — 
Hence,  we  to  conquer,  must  our  powers  employ ;  720 
Wipe  from  our  royalty  this  darkening  stain, 
Or  strike  our  flags  and  yield  like  dastards  mean." 

Prevost  had  now  his  countenance  acquir'd, 
And  thus  he  answer'd  with  new  feelings  fir'd  : 

"  The  past  is  but  a  dream.     By  proof  you  know, 
My  heart  was  ever  ready  for  the  foe. 
I'll  order  the  descent ! — and  instant  then, 
Illume  this  darkness  with  the  deeds  of  men  ! 
We'll  be  the  first  to  turn  this  ebbing  tide — 
Yea,  be  the  stars  to  light  the  path  of  pride.  730 

My  sword  will  I  unsheath,  and  impulse  give 
To  future  actions  and  the  fame  receive  ! 
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He,  who  is  first  to  stay  the  waves  of  grief, 
Is  ever  bail'd  the  most  exalted  chief. 
44  Our  breatli  consumes   the  moments  !     Barclay 

there, 
On  Erie's  flood,  may  that  proud  honour  boar  ! 

I  feel  a  something  stirring  in  my  1m 
Ere  noon  we  desolate  the  Eagle's  n-^i. 

44  Your  grappling  anchuis  ele\ate  away — 
Renounce  the  waters  of  this  wizard  bay,  740 

And  sail  and  drop  them  in  the  Harbour  fast, 
That  raining  fire  may  on  the  town  be  cast." 

Yeo  the  order  echo'd  in  his  pride  ; 
The  looseu'd  navy  tilts  upon  tin-  tiii<>. 
In  rapid  time  it  re.u-h'd  the  desiin'd  wave, 
And  Prevost  signal  for  the  action  gave  : 

44-  Behold,  the  object  of  our  faint-  is  nigh  ! 
rre|ian-  in  sei/.e  it,  or  in  striviiiL',  die  ! 
Gray,  draw  thy  lakhion — lead  the  Lion  band, 
And  clear  the  bulwark-passage  of  ihe  land.  750 

II  .ynes,  Evans,  Mimdv,  Newell, — (ir.iy  assist 
To  storm  the  town  and  scalier  the:n  as  uiisL 
With  u>",  reserv'd,  will  be  our  strength  couihiu'd 
To  rush  their  ranks,  and  M -.ittei  t>i<-in  as  wind 
Up-tossee  to  the  heavens  the  empty  dust — 
Knighthood  is  his,  who  strikes  the  slime  tiie  In 

Fill'd  are  th'  invading  barges — forth  they  proceed — 
Gray,  fearless  in  the  van,  to  do  the  deed. 
Haynes,  Moody,  Evans,  on  his  rear  pursue, 
Whoso  eye  unalterM  -ii-.'A  >  tln-ir  \  dour  true.  760 

Next,  Prevost  follows  with  a  crimson  hand, 
And  sets  a  signal  where  the  front  should  laud. 
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Then  Yeo's  deep-drovo  battering-guns  are  seen 
To  cover  the  descent — a  thousand  men. 
Their  crowded  numbers  overshade  the  lake— » 
And  soon  tho  violence  of  armies  break. 

When  Mills  beheld  them  gathering  on  his  sight, 
His  heart  in  rapid  pulses  beat  for  fight. 

"  Behold  invasion  darkening  on  the  wave  ! 
Now — now  'tis  given  to  prove  what  souls  ye  have  ! 
This,  this  the  hour  to  give  your  memories  fame—  771 
Soe,  how  they  open  with  a  harmless  flame  ! 
No  ball  assails  us — none, — close  eye  the  bead, 
That  every  lead  may  make  a  royal  bleed. 
Be  not  impatient — see  you  mark  the  white 
That  lines  the  eyeball,  ere  you  flash  the  light. 

"  Lo,  they  approach  !      Tho  time  of  death  has 

come  ! 
Aim  till  truth  tallies — Strike  them  to  the  tomb !" 

The  ready  lock-springs  at  the  word  they  draw — 
Flames  leap  with  madness  from  the  tubes  of  war.    780 
The  Albions  reel  and  struggle  in  their  blood — 
Hayncs,  Moody — fall — are  hurried  in  the  flood. 
Two  bubbles  rise  upon  the  surface  soon, 
Which  prov'd  their  hearts  had  beat  their  final  tune. 

"  Th'  effort  quick  repeat  !'*'      Mills  with  burning 

eye — 

"  Behold,  disordcr'd  dies  the  enemy  ! 
Be  in  your  hearts  as  hunters  bent  for  deer — 
Pour  but  another  round  and  we  the  fort  shall  hear  !" 

Encourag'd  thus,  again  they  cast  the  fire— 
Again  the  Albions  tremble  and  expire.  790 

9*    VOL.  in. 
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The  Fiend  approach'd — and  to  eflect  his  hell, 
Thunder'd  aloud — (his  form  invisible — ) 
As  though  an  army  on  their  rear  had  come 
With  rushing  force  their  being  to  consume  ! 

Their  hearts  feel  death — they  shriek,  they  break, 

they  flee, 

And  leave  the  passage  to  th'  invaders  free  ! 
Their  frenzy  maddening  as  they  onward  fare, 
Their  every  eyeball  smitten  with  despair. 

"  Why  dastard  are  ye  thus  ? — whence  these 

alarms?"  799 

(Mills  breaking  at  his  heart.)     To  arms — to  arms  ! 
What,  will  you  Ictive  me  in  the  field  alone  ? 
Stand — wheel — rush  bayonet  ! — every  fear  atone  ! 
Have  ye  not  pledg'd  your  life  against  the  foe  ? 
This  noise  comes  empty  from  yon  clouded  brow. 
Think,  when  ye  stood,  what   names  in  blood  sunk 

down  ! 

Turn  and  retrieve  your  character's  renown. 
Resist  th'  invasion — break  it — or  disgrace 
U'ill  brand  like  infamy — the  stai;. 
A  thousand,  thousand  deaths  I'd  rather  die. 
1'ii  in  turn,  and  meanly  like  a  dastard  lly.  810 

It  never — cannot  be  ! — your  honour  save — 
\u«l  can  we  ever  sleep  in  .softer  grave  T 
A  couch  of  immortality  !  how  soft  !" 

•         •••••••» 

Alas  1  what  circumstance  hath  slill'd  his  tongue? 
He  fills  to  earth  with  every  ner\e  m, 

Round  as  he  w.ivM  his  sword  to   stay  their  fear, 
laillet  enter'd  opposite  his  ear — 
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Glanc'd  from  the  casement  of  the  brain  within, 
And  tore  its  passage  through  the  forehead  skin. 
His  soul  comes  floating  with  the  brains  and  gore— 820 
Stiff  roll  his  eyes — they  close — to  wake  no  more  ! 
What  though  thy  body  moulders  back  to  clay, 
Yet  never,  Mills  !  thy  name  shall  see  decay. 
Worms  may  devour  thy  flesh — thy  bones  may  rot, 
But  thou  shalt  live  till  virtue  is  forgot. 

His  frighted  cohorts  mark'd  his  pouring  blood, 
And  at  the  sight,  dash'd  wilder  to  the  wood  : 

So,  when  a  tree,  dissever'd  by  a  gust, 
Smites  the  ploughed  earth,  whence  rolls  a  cloud  of 

dust, 

Young  steeds  unbroken,  grazing  in  the  vale,  830 

Hear — and  with  crouching  show  their  hearts  to  quail ; 
A  moment,  lo,  they  scamper  o'er  the  plains, 
Their  heads  high-toss'd  in  air — their  flowing  manes 
Riding  the  blast.     A  springing  hare  alarms, 
And  drives  them   sweeping  round  the  neighbouring 

farms. 
The  swain's  once  well-known  voice  is  known  no 

more — 
The  more  he  calls,  more  wild  they  bounding  leap  the 

hills  and  vallies  o'er  : 
Thus  flew  the  panick  train  ;  their  chief's  proud 

tongue 

Urging  their  stay,  but  drove  them  pale  along. 
When  earth  receiv'd  him,  their  excited  fear  840 

Trifold  increas'd — they  fled  like  hound-chas'd  deer. 
"  And  shall  his  blood  be  lost  ?"   (exclaim'd 

MacNitt, 
Striving  with  strength  to  break  their  coward  fit.) 
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"  Behold,  and  quicken  at  the  sight  !     O  shame  ! 
Let  sudden  vengeance  every  heart  inflame  ! 
And  shall  we  leave  his  bleeding  body  there  t 
Spurn   at  tho  thought  I      On  ! — wiili   the  patriots 

share 

The  glorious  toil  !     See,  Backus  mows  them  down  ! 
On — let  us  on — and  struggle  for  renown  !" 

Twice  fifty  hearken  to  his  voice  and  stand,          850 
Sham'd  that  they'd  lied  the  passage  of  the  land. 
Their  tongues  are  lock'd  in  silence — deep  they  close 
To  wipe  the  stain — the  flyinir  troin  their  foes. 
MacNitt  advanc'd — hut  halted  on  the  green, 
For  lo,  approaching  was  the  chieftain  M •<  n. 

When  Brown  beheld  the  volunteers  retire, 
His  soul  indignant  burnt  with  arur<  i  \  liie. 
He  rode,  like  m«Meor  roursing  o'er  the  night, 
To  bring  them  back  to  vindicate  the  lifht. 
He  found  MacN'itt  progress'd  beyond  the  wood —  860 
Forth  he  address'd  the  warriors  as  they  stood  : 

"  My  VMI!  was  I  to  sec  you  break 

And  give  the  foe  a  passage  from  the  lake — 
But  thi*,  oblivion  hide*,  if  now  ye  move 
Finn  to  the  charge,  and  acts  of  valour  prove. 
With  quickening  musick,  to  tho  field  repair, 
And  let  your  flag  be  rai*M  to  honour  tliere." 

Brown  gave  example — leading  to  the  field, 
Where  daring  Backni  the  contention  held. 

When  broke  tho  volunteer*,  PrevoM  combined    780 
Solid  his  power — press'd  forward  til  I'd  \vith  mind  : 
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"They'd  vanish,  said  I  not? — the  bayonet,  charge  ! 
Gray,  lead  the  van,  and  have  the  town  at  large. 
See,  like  loose  chaff  they  fly  ! — the  same  I  said, 
When  once  our  banner  wav'd  the  onset  dread  ! 
March  to  the  village  with  a  conquering  tune, 
And  these  in  front  before  the  steel  will  swoon." 

The  shrill-ton'd  drums  strike  chorus  to  his  speech — 
With  ported  bayonets  they  forsake  the  beach — 
But  lo,  approaching  in  a  martial  mode,  880 

Where  Lavalle,  Aspinwall,  defend  the  road, 
They  hear  the  sound  of  death's  appalling  tongue, 
Sweeping  whole  files  in  crimson  dust  along  : 

"  The  eye  quicken  with  fire  !"     (Thus  Aspinwall,) 
"  Glance — glance  the  silver  ere  you  fly  the  ball  ! 
They  flash  the  air — but  pour  you  in  the  lead — 
We  check  their  progress — lo,  we  strike  them  dead  .' 
Another  volley  ere  we  give  the  ground — 
Bleed  from  the  heart,  or  through  the  brain-skull 
wound."  889 

What  time  he  spoke  his  warriors  pour'd  out  death, 
And  round  their  brows  entwin'd  the  laurel  wreath. 
The  Albions  faulter'd,  in  their  movement  dumb — 
But  soon  excited  by  the  maddening  drum, 
Heavy  with  strength,  they  press'd  the  bold  advance, 
Who  slow  gave  back — yet  wheeling  at  a  glance, 
Oft  slaughter'd  on  the  heel.     At  length,  they  join 
The  flinty  Backus — planted  in  a  line, 
Ready  to  wrestle  with  the  foe  in  arms, 
While  a  proud  feeling  in  each  bosom  warms, 
To  hurl   defiance  on  th'  invading  throng,  900 

And  Backus  thus  supports  it  with  his  tongue  : 
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"  How  my  heart  flourishes — new-brac'd  with  nerve  ! 
Keep  the  spring  bent  till  you  the  eye  observe.-. 
We  need  no  bulwarks  to  defend  our  right, 
Hence,  open  bosoin'd  will  we  meet  the  fight. 
Touch  not  to  fire  till  opposite  yon  tree — 
An  oak,  that  shades  the  valley — Warriors  !  sec, 
Their  battle  whistles  o'er  our  heads  in  vain  ! 
But  lo,  they  come  !     With  blood  make  fat  the  plain!" 

Scarce  had  the  hero  the  commandment  spoke,     910 
When  all  the  field  was  circumvolv'd  in  smoke, 
Burning  with  fire  !     Whole  files  of  Britons  die — 
Kv.ms  Taints  backward  with  a  deatli-roll'd  eye, 
The  flames  augmenting  round  ! — yet  teaik-ss  Gray, 
Albion's  first  honour,  urges  on  the  fray  ; 
And  Backus  rising  on  Columbia's  side, 
With  glowing  voice  awakens  all  their  pride  : 

"  Hold,  hold  in  ulory — hold  the  proud  defence  ! 
Stand  ! — as  with  lightnings  drive  the  royals  hence. 
Sec  how  they  reel  and  faint  before  the  shot  !  920 

Never  your  deeds  in  time  will  be  forgot. 
See,  what  confusion  in  their  ranks  transpire  ' 
Ye  war  likr  heroes  of  my  soul's  desire  ! 
Charge  triple  loads,  and  level  at  (he  breast, 
That  every  bail  may  bleed  a  heart  to  n 

His  falrhion  as  he  ended,  llash'd  with  light — 
His  every  gesture  spirits  d  the  fight  : 

So  infant  lions  meet  with  tygnrs'  vomit', 
While  roam  i lie  woods  among, —  !'J'» 

Bristling  their  b*cka,  they  growl  and  forth  entrap- — 
Tin-  battle  equal,  furious  burns  tln-ir  rage. 
The  old  one  near  instrn.  M>.  t.>  u<-ln, 

Advancing,  bending,  < Touching,  springing  light — 
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Her  proud  example  and  approving  eye, 
Excite  their  energies — the  tygers  die  : 

Backus  not  less  with  valiant  gestures  cheer 
The  bosoms  of  the  brave  to  smile  at  fear. 
Th1  invaders  vanish  from  the  stream  of  death, 
Like  snow-drifts  scattered  by  the  whirlwind's  breath. 

But  Gray  in  character  a  quenchless  brand,  940 

Unites  his  column  with  the  blade  in  hand  : 

"  What  darkness  cover  us  ! — inglorious  shame  !" 
(His  soul  excited  with  a  furnace  flame.) 
"  And  will  ye  faulter,  one  oppos'd  to  ten  ! 
On — on,  ye  English  ! — show  the  deeds  of  men  !" 

His  voice  combin'd  them  to  renew  the  fray — 
Desperate  the  strife — death  sucks  the  life  away  ! 

To  what  created  will  the  scene  compare  ? 
Does  nature  fail,  or  is  the  subject  bare  1 
Or  is  the  Muse  exhausted  by  her  toil  ? —  950 

Her  strength  receiv'd  the  weakness  of  a  foil  ? 

She  yields  the  mental  strife — regains  her  breath — 
The  field  of  battle  is  the  field  of  death, 
Where  Freedom  stands  a  multitude  of  foes — 
Where  from  the  heart  a  crimson  fountain  flows. 

At  length  outnumber'd,  slow  the  brave  retire 
Inch  after  inch — at  times  elancing  fire — 
Back  from  the  driving  of  the  storm  they  hie — 
But  lo,  they  wheel — again  the  foe  defy. 
Thrice  press  the  Albions  charging  in  their  ire,         960 
And  thrice  with  shatter'd  columns  they  retire  : 

So  by  the  spirit  of  the  whirlwind  driven, 
A  wave  is  mounted  to  the  cheek  of  heaven, 
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Mad  foaming  to  the  shore, — the  solid  shore 
Breaks  back  the  billow  by  its  imncless  power. 
Again  the  mountain  swells  upon  the  sea 
To  tear  the  basement  of  the  rock  away — 
The  shore  unaker'd  shivers  it  again, 
And  rolls  it  broken — howling  o'er  the  main. — 
Yet  still  the  spirit  of  the  storm  is  nigh, 
To  heave  its  foaming  summit  to  the  sky — 
With  sound  of  armies  striving  in  their  wrath, 
The  wave  comes  roaring  through  its  watery  path  ; 
The  strong-ribb'd  battlement,  to  earth  fast  lock'd, 
Again  dissolves  it  in  its  strength  unshock'd  : 

So  Gray,  the  spirit  of  the  Albion  host, 
Thrice  forru'd  his  broken  squadrons  on  the  coast — 
So  Backus  stood  unshaken  in  his  power, 
And  roll'd  them  backward  like  the  unmovM  shore. 

Yet  Gray,  unconquerable,  his  band  unites,  980 

And  once  again  their  energy  excites  : 

44  On — royals  !— on  ! — with  steel  of  bayonet  charge  ! 
Close  wedg'd  in  column  let  the  blood  stream  large — 
Another  eHoit,  and  the  day  is  ours— 
The  Stars  mt  before  our  powers  ! 

"  And  -.hen  they  darken  to  the   Knglish  name, 
I.*  i  noth'ng  soil  the.  brightness  of  our  fame — 
Shun — fly  pollution's  touch.     With  soothing  care, 
Tender  bright  honour  to  the  <-;ipii\e  t.iii. 
No  deeper  stain  our  valour  < -.m  dcbaM,  990 

Than  touch  in  thought  die  suowy-bosonrd  race — 

The  lilies  of  the  earth 

44  With  bayonets,  on — 
And  do  such  deeds  as  match  the  noon-day  sun  !" 
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His  heavy  column  thunder  in  their  course — 
The  hero  leading  on  his  mettled  horse, 
Wielding  his  falchion — bending  back  his  eyes, 
To  heart  his  band  to  rush  upon  the  prize. 

A  drummer  lad,  who  beat  for  Aspinwall, 
Saw  Gray  approaching,  urgent  to  inthrall 
The  patriots  with  despair — he  dropp'd  his  drum — 1000 
And,  as  strong  breasted  in  his  strength  he  come, 
He  seiz'd  a  weapon — at  his  bosom  rais'd — 
Instant  the  rifle  with  explosion  blaz'd  ! 

"  England  !  pour  on  !    the  youth  has  pierc'd  my 

life  ! 

My  brave  young  warrior  thou  hast  broke  the  strife. 
Take  you  my  watch-piece—take  it — a  reward — 
In  praise,  farewell  !     Thou  art  thy  country's  guard  !" 

He  gasp'd — he  died.     The  ball  had  sadly  tore 
His  stomach  through  and  graz'd  the  vital  core  : 

Thus  when  a 'lion  is  intent  to  seize  1025 

A  monster  horse — amphibious  of  the  seas, 
He  chafes  his  bosom  till  he  mads  with  ire, 
His  eyeballs  rolling  as  though  lin'd  with  fire. 
Lo,  as  he  comes  like  tempest  in  its  wrath, 
An  insect  hornet  meets  him  in  his  path — 
Swift  as  a  sunbeam  darts  the  anger'd  fly, 
And  strikes  the  centre  of  his  mad-roll'd  eye. 
The  lion  stops  and  bellows  with  the  smart, 
Which  fast  augmenting,  reaches  to  his  heart. 
His  balls  distorted,  show  his  life  distress'd —  1030 

A  sweating  anguish  oozes  from  his  breast. 
His  tongue  trails  in  the  sand — he  pants  for  breath — 
He  foams,  he  faints — he  shivers  into  death  : 
10    VOL.  in. 
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So  Gray,  while  pa  -ion'd  with  a  warrior's  heat, 
Fell  and  cxpirM  beneath  tin-  stripling's  teet. 

********* 
The  Muse  must  pause,  and  o'er  a  forman's  bier 
Shed  the  s\vcct  dropping!  of  a  parting  tear — 
Gray  !  thou  shah  flourish.     An  exalted  pride 
Distends  my  heart  to  tell  how  great  you  died  ! 
On  thy  green  grave  may  flowerets  ever  new  1040 

Breathe  their  sweet  breath  and  weep  celestial  dew  ! 

Two  stars  of  magnitude  are  Brock  and  Gray — 
Never  to  fail  while  yonder  orb  gives  day. 
Against  the  rotten  crumbling  of  a  throne, 
Like  meteors  bright  on  heaven's  high  hill  they  shone. 
******          ••• 
The  English  heard  the  dying  voice  of  Gray, 
And  press'd  when-  Fanning  with  his  cannon  lay — 
(His  wounds  yrt  him! ing  from  the  plains  of  York.) 
The  hero  plants  it  fatal  for  the  work.  10-10 

The  match  put  forth,  it  speaks  with  thunder  dread, 
Deafening  the  column  struggling  with  the  dc.ul. 

Lo,  Backus  now  upon  his  charger  bounds, 
And  thus  the  echo  of  his  soul  resounds  : 

"  Stretch  every  nerve  !     The  battle  is  at  poise  ! 
This  warring  tumult  is  blest  musick  noise  ! 
Stand!  prove  your  souls  uncoii'|tnT.il»I.\  till  Hi  own 
Assails  the  rear,  and  melts  their  vigour  down. 
Behold,  witii  volunteers  he  crowds  tin-  wood  ! 
Look,  soak  the  earth — yea — make  it  drunk  with  blood' 

This  hour  will  reach  eternity  " 

His  1060 

Dash'd  like  an  arrow  flying  in  its  speed — 
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He  falls — he  gasps — he  dies  !     A  singing  death 
Pierc'd  his  big  heart,  and  roll'd  him  on  the  heath. 

Backus,  the  moment  from  his  saddle  sprung — 
Back  on  the  ground  his  clattering  armour  rung. 
Soon  he  percejv'd  the  fatal  lead  had  broke 
His  brittle  thigh  :  yet  brightens  he  his  look  ! 
Quick  glanc'd  his  thoughts  to  future  years  afar, 
When  the  rough  surface  of  the  honour'd  scar 
Would  sper.k  the  valour  of  his  youthful  days,          1070 
And  he  would  hear  the  ruusick  of  his  praise. 

Ah,  never  can  it  be  !     Pale  fades  thine  eye — 
Thy  heart  is  sinking — fast  thy  pulses  die  ! 
The  drops  of  death  are  cold  upon  thy  breast — 
But  O,  eternal  shall  thy  name  be  blest  ! 
Yet  shalt  thou  live  to  see  the  Cross  retire — 
And  then,  like  Pike,  in  Vict'ry^s  arms  expire. 

Meantime  Fredonia,  seated  high  in  heaven, 
Heard  the  fierce  whirlwind  by  th'  Infernal  driven — 
Beheld  the  band  from  their  defences  fly,  1080 

Though  twice  they'd  caus'd  the  royal  name 'to  die. 

To  test  the  secret  wisdom  of  her  Brown, 
She  suffer'd  Hell  to  elevate  the  crown — 
But  when  she  mark'd  the  Britons  near  their  prize, 
Circled  in  dazzling  rays  she  left  the  skies. 

Instant  the  Fiend  beheld  her  coming  forth, 
He  dash'd  the  whirlwind  backward  to  the  north. 
Th'  affrighted  band  that  held  the  bulwark,  stood, 
Shatn'd  that  a  panick  had  their  hearts  subdu'd. 

When  Brown  had  plac'd  the  warriors  of  MacNitt 
With  fighting  Backus,  where  severe  they  lit  1091 
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Fire  searching  for  the  heart — his  post  retook 
On  rising  ground,  the  field  to  overlook 
To  watch  the  changes  of  the  battling  scene — 
Standing  collected  with  unaltcr'd  mien  ; 
Though  something  whisprr'd  to  his  soul  despair, 
Yet  nothing  outward  would  his  eye  declare, 
For  Gray  apprar'd  di.termin'd  in  his  will, 
To  gain  his  purpose  or  his  blood  to  spill. 

But  when  he  saw  the  gathering  of  the  band,         1 100 
That  late  had  fled  the  passage  of  the  land, 

\  vital  thought  quick  glanc'd  upon  his  soul 
To  form — and  lead  thorn  where  tl,  roll, 

\nd,  by  a  feint  to  imke  the  foe  believe — 
A  home  retreat  he  never  could  achieve. 

The  thought  scarce  puss'd  him,  when  he  wing'd  his 

horse — 

Reaching  the  crowd,  he  thus  comim-nc'd  discourse  : 
*•  You've  done  us  worse  than  death  !     Degenerate 

race  ! 

What  bent  your  souls  to  darken  with  di- 
The  honour  of  our  arms  ?     Behold  you  Star  !          1110 

I'hi-rc  stand  your  brothers  mid  the  il.nucsof  war, 
To  guard  your  Freedom  from  polluting  stain, 
While  you  like  drones  upon  the  field  remain  ! 
Blush  at  the  deed  !     Fill'd  is  m\  soul  with  ire — 
The  man  that  turns  shall  swift  as  flume  expire  ! 
My  passion  trill  no  more  !     On — march  with  me, 
And  soon  tin   foe  will  dash  into  the  sea. 
Mark,  as  you  value   lite   inv  voice  attend  — 
He,  who  dare  loiter,  shall  to  dust  descend  '" 

Ilia  threatening  language  to  tlu-ir  l>«><oms  went,    1120 
While  from  his  eye  an  angry  tlame  was  sent, 
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Which  rent  iheir  souls  as  lightning  rends  a  cloud — 
His  voice  was  thunder  rolling  deep  and  loud. 
They  form,  they  stand,  half  courage,  half  through  dread 
Of  him,  the  warrior,  their  commanding  head. 

He  spread   them  large,  and  lead  them  through  the 

wood, 

As  though  to  block  the  passage  of  the  flood, 
To  strike  the  invading  enemy  with  awe, 
That  they  in  safety  never  could  withdraw. 

This  art  \v;is  done  while  Tanning's  cannon  tore    1130 
The  Albions  down  and  roll'd  them  in  their  gore  ; 
And  strength  of  Backus  with  a  burning  eye, 
Dealt  a  full  portion  of  mortality. 

When  Prevost  mark'd  his  legions  sink  in  blood, 
And  Brown  advancing  to  Ontario's  flood, 
As  though  to  bar  him  from  a  life's  retreat — 
Sudden  his  heart  was  frozen  of  its  heat  : — 
His  eye  show'd  wildness  like  a  madman's  stare  — 
A  horror  sei'/Al,  and  fix'd  his  every  hair  ! 

u  Lost ! — lost — forever  lost !     The  ruin  shun  !  1 140 
The  forest  teams  with  death  ! — cut  off — undone  ! 
Leap  to  the  barges  !     In  a  moment,  see — 
We  pour  our  blood  and  find  eternity  !" 

He  fled  while  speaking;.     Panick  strikes  the  whole — 
Their  fears  augmenting — down  is  every  soul. 
They  leap  their  barges  with  despairing  bound, 
Leaving  their  dead  and  wounded  on  the  ground: 

As  when  a  hug?  rough  rock  of  crashing  weight, 
By  earthquake  riven  from  Alleghany's  height, 
10*    VOL.  in. 
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Plunges  down  headlong — smiting  in  its  course         1150 
The  trees  that  had  endur'd  the  whirlwind's  force— 
leaping  from  rock  to  rock, — up-whirling  round, 
Rolling  in  fire  convulsing  o'er  the  ground  : 

Swift  dashing  as  the  rock  the  Alhions  fled, 
I  .eaviug  their  bleeding,  dying,  and  their  dead. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Flags  of  Truce.. ..Bombardment.... The  concentration  of  the  Ar 
my  at  Four-Mile  Creek. ...The  Descent.. ..The  surrender  of  Fort 
George. 

The  scene— Sackctt's  Harbour,  Little  York,  Forts  George  and  Ni 
agara,  and  in  Heaven.. ..The  lime  from  the  period  of  Prevoct't  re 
treating  from  Sackeit's  Harbour  to  the  cud  of  the  caato  is  about 
Uurtjr-«ix  hoar*. 
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WHILE  thus  the  enemy  in  panick  fled — 
Brown  fill'd  the  upper  element  with  lead — 
His  every  eye  he  fix'd  upon  the  air, 
Lest  he,  by  wounds,  should  madden  with  despair — 
Hence,  he  of  slaughter  made  a  mocking  show 
To  cloak  his  real  weakness  from  the  foe, 
His  infantry  displaying  through  the  wood, 
To  swell  their  fearful  passions  to  the  flood  : 

Not  otherwise  grim  tygers  fierce  beset 
The  lion's  den,  till  all  with  blood  is  wet —  10 

The  lion  absent  searching  to  supply 
His  crying  young — their  wants  to  satisfy — 
Lo,  he  returns  and  finds  his  lioness 
Yielding  her  charge  to  the  unequal  press  ! 
He  growls  with  anger,  like  the  peals  that  break 
The  midnight  clouds  and  cause  the  hills  to  shake, 
Then  wheels — as  though  to  hunt  the  tyger's  lair, 
T'  appal  their  hearts  and  damp  them  with  despair — 
The  tygers  hoar  his  voice — turn — view  his  path — 
Fear  at  the  instant  takes  the  place  of  wrath.  20 
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They  leave  the  lion's  den  to  guard  their  ovrn — 
Their  bold  invasion  at  a  cast  o'erthrown — 
Thoy  pass  the  lion  bristled  in  his  rage, 
As  though  he  dar'd  their  numbers  to  engage, 
But  they  in  wildness  leave  him  like  the  wind, 
Thoughtless  to  scan  the  secret  of  his  mind  : 

So  like  the  lion,  Brown  display M  his  power, 
As  though  intent  to  keep  them  to  the  shore — 
While  in  his  breast  he  cherish'd  no  desire, 
Equal  to  see  them  to  their  fleet  retire.  30 

The  enemy  withdrawn — the  warrior  led 
Behind  the  mound  the  volunteers  that  fled — 
Their  looks — but  not  their  tongues  to  him  declare, 
Should  Albion  pi  ess,  they'd  leave  their  life's  blood  there. 
With  these,  the  hero  in  his  wisdom  joins 
The  strength  of  Aspinwall's  unshaken  lines. 

With  soothing  accent,  Lavalle  he  commands  : 
"  Tender  remove  with  sympathy's  soft  hands 
Tho  bleeding  foe,  and  those  of  Freedom's  name — 
Our  first  regard  the  fainting  warriors  claim.  40 

Cool  with  the  fountain  stream  their  feverish  glow, 
And  every  succour  from  the  heart  bestow. 
Kntomb  the  honour'd  dead, — the  holy  rite, 
Let  all  receive  who  pour'd  their  blood  in  fight. 

u  On  Queenslown's  rocky  steep,  our  Morris  lay 
Mangled  and  naked  to  the  beams  of  day, 
Where  savage  men  and  savage  birds  of  air. 
Gorg'd  on  his  flesh  and  scalp'd  his  auburn  hair  ! 
But  Freedom  melts  to  mercy  for  the  brave, 
H«acc,  with  due  honour  shroud  them  in  the  grave.     '>(• 
In  future  ages  let  our  names  desreml, 
Tygers  in  baltlo — but  the  captive's  friend." 
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When  Brown  had  finish'd — Lavalle  forth  convey'd 
The  wounded  to  receive  the  surgeon's  aid. 
The  dead  he  buried  in  the  silent  tomb, 
Till  life  immortal  on  the  earth  shall  bloom. 

Soon  as  the  panick  of  the  foe  was  pass'd, 
They  learnt  the  means  by  which  their  strength  was 

cast, 

Which  caus'd  a  gloom  to  darken  o'er  the  fleet — 
Shame  blank'd  their  pride  for  the  disgrac'd  retreat.     60 
To  counteract  the  pain  severe,  they  bite 
Their  fever'd  lips  and  knit  their  eyebrows  tight. 
Prevost,  repentant,  stoops  his  troubled  head — 
At  length  he  rous'd  himself  and  angry  said  : 

"  Newell,  delay  not  with  a  flag  to  Brown, 
And  bid  him  strike  his  starry  banner  down. 
What,  by  deception  shall  we  own  us  beat  ? 
He  strikes — or  madly  I'll  the  storm  repeat  !" 

Newell,  with  banner  waving,  skimm'd  the  flood — 
Before  the  chieftain  presently  he  stood  :  70 

"  Lo,  I  from  Prevost  this  commandment  bring, 
That  from  yon  height  you  bend  the  Eagle's  wing. 
Pause  not — the  village  will  be  smote  with  fire, 
And  every  age  and  character  expire  ! 
Comply,  whilst  now  his  favour  you'll  receive — 
Vouchsafe,  I  pray  you,  to  resign  and  live  !'' 

Brown  ey'd  the  herald  with  contemptuous  look 
Pausing — at  length  he  Spartan  language  spoke  : 

"  Return  to  Prevost  and  to  him  make  known, 
That  I  invite  him  to  approach  the  town,  80 

And  from  yon  summit  wrench  the  Eagle  down  !" 
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Newell  rrceiv'd  the  answer — and  from  shore 
Looscn'd  his  yawl,  and  leapM  the  waters  o'er. 

"  Most  royal  Prevost  ! — his  reply  was  short — 
These  words  he  bade  me  to  your  ear  report  : 

u<  Return  to  Prevost  and  to  him  make  kuown, 
That  I  invite  him  to  approach  the  town, 
And  from  yon  summit  wrench  the  Lagle  down  !'  " 

•         *****»*• 

As  when  a  peacock  with  a  lofty  stride 

nds  his  plumes  like  rainbow  in  its  pride —  90 

Rising  in  consequence  at  every  turn — 
Treating  his  neighbours  with  contemptuous  spurn. 
His  haughty  step,  the  blood  vindictive  heats 
Of  chanticleer,  who  battle  meditates — 
Round  as  he  m.ikcs  a  o>nsei|ucntial  whirr — 
He  leaps  and  strikes  1m  Imsom  with  his  spur — 
The  flaunting  bird  shrinks  cowering  at  the  blow, 
And  all  lii>  i   his  plumes  is  lo\r. 

So  Pr<;Vi:si'>  mettle,  at  the  voice  of    Hrown 
Granting  his  ;/•;'//  to  wrench  the  Eagle  down,  100 

Dropp'd  from  the  glitter  of  his  gold  to  lead — 
A  sudden  dampness  vcrligo'd  his  head. — 
Ho  strove  to  heave  th--  l«-;i(l  by  passion's  frown — 
In  vain — the  pressure  pulFd  his  feelings  down. 

Newell  at  length,  r< n  iv'd  a  new  behest — 
A  dire  foreboding  rising  in  hi.s  breast : 

'•  We'll  h-t  tir    I  ;..r  the  time  remain, 

Till  we  our  wounded  can  relieve  from  pain. 
An  apprehension  crcr-ps  upon  my  blood, 

i:>',',  hath  their  life  subdu'd.  110 

A  retribution  may  inflame  his  wrath 
To  bathe  their  bodies  iu  a  gory  bath. 
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When  Proctor  rioted  at  Raisin's  shore, 
And  urg'd  our  allies  in  their  thirst  for  gore, 
At  Kingston  I  the  murder  blaz'd  afar, 
For  which  I  dread  retaliating  war. 

u  Why  do  we  stand  ?  perhaps  they  even  now, 
Pleading  for  mercy,  feel  the  dagger's  blow  !" 

Newell,  attending  to  his  fearful  call, 
Leap'd  with  the  banner  in  the  tilting  yawl.  120 

Brown  soon  his  coming  at  a  distance  spied, 
And  wheel'd  to  meet  him  at  the  water's  side. 

He  lands,  and  speaks  the  message :  "  This  I  bear 
To  plead  for  those  who  suffer  in  despair. 
As  thou  shalt  mercy  to  our  wounded  give, 
So  from  our  hands  shalt  thou  in  turn  receive. 
No — never  were  we  known  to  shed  thy  blood — 
'Twas  savage  rioters  at  Raisin's  flood." 

The  name  of  Raisin  enter'd  to  his  heart, 
As  through  its  centre  were  a  driven  dart  :  130 

So  in  similitude  the  good  Fayette — 
Never  the  deed  Columbia  will  forget ! — 
While  with  drawn  falchion  kindling  through  his  line, 
To  die  or  conquer  at  the  Brandywine, 
Fell  with  deep  wound,  unsightly  to  the  earth, 
And  stream'd  his  blood  like  holy  unction  forth. 
In  healing, — push'd  a  fungus  from  the  sore, 
Which  damp'd  all  prospects  of  indulgent  cure — 
'Twas  grief  to  Washington — the  sage  resign'd 
Craig,  his  choice  surgeon — who  with  skilful  mind,    140 
Open'd  the  wound,  which  tortur'd  him  afresh, 
And  from  the  bone  remov'd  th'  unhealthy  flesh  : 
But  young  Fa^cte  prepar'd  for  the  event, 
Endur'd  the  rack — a  moveless  monument : 
11    VOL.  in. 
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Thus  Raisin's  slaughter,  which  had  torn  the  heart, 
By  softening  time  was  gently  heal'd  in  part — 
Hut  when  the  herald  spake  the  scene  to  life, 
It  cut  the  vitals  like  the  surgeon's  knife — 
Vet,  like  Fayette,  unalter'd  in  his  pain, 
Brown  kept  the  anguish  of  his  soul  in  chain.  150 

After  short  pausing  in  a  close  disgui- 
He  to  the  Briton  recklessly  replies, 
Till  the  rank  murder,  festering  at  his  h< 
fompell'd  the  hero  to  reveal  the  smart  : 

••  What  sudden  circumstance  hath  bent  his  mind  ? — 
It  seems  as  fickle  as  tin   veerinj:  wind. 
Mi-thinks  he  treats  my  invitation  light, 
To  wrench  yon  arrowy  Eagle  from  her  height. 

"  But,  irony  aside  :  To  yours  I  rhe 
The  same  attentions  that  my  own  receive.  160 

Your  dead  have  I  inhurnM  with  decent  awe, 
Such  as  the  soldier  should  desire  in  war. 

"  Alas,  how  guilt  will  crowd  the  mind  with  fear  ! 

Before  whose  sight  a  thousand  shapes  appear 

Murky  as  death — making  the  soul  rcre.il 

Those  very  actions  it  should  close  con. 

"  Why  did  you  touch  my  oar  with  HuisiiTs  stream  ? 

It  scorches  on  my  heart  like  boiling  flame  ! 

'Twas  savage  rioters  that  done  the  deed! — 

O  vain  excuse  ! — it  never  will  succeed.  170 

Did  not  hell  Proctor  urge  them  on  the  way, 

And  for  the  scalps  advance  tin-  horrkl  pay  ? 

Did  not  this  Provost,  with  ungenerous  soul, 

\  fell  salute  on  the  occasion  roll  '. 

What,  smile  at  murder  of  the  deepest  dye  ! 

No  wonder  now  that  yc  for  mercy  cry — 
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But  where  was  mercy  at  that  dreadful  hour, 
When  martyr'd  heroes  sunk  beneath  your  power  ? 

"  What  was  the  language  at  Sandusky  Fort  ? 
*  Damn  without  mercy  !' — were  the  words  of  Short. 
When  did  you  tomb  young  Morris  from  the  light,     181 
That  now  reciprocal  you  ask  the  rite  ? 
Who  treacherous  burst  their  magazines  with  flame  ? 
Those,  who  at  Raisin  urg'd  our  death  the  same  ! 
Who  deck  with  scalps  their  legislative  hall  1 

"  Great  God ! — I  feel  my  mercy  to  recall  ! 

********* 

"  Once  Albion's  name  in  bright  effulgence  stood — 
'Tis  written  now  in  characters  of  blood  ! 
Throw  off  the  mask — be  hypocrites  no  more- 
Say  to  the  world  :  '  We  feed  on  human  gore  !'  190 
And  not  with  low  debasement  thus  descend 
To  plead  the  life  of  brother,  father,  friend, 
When  you  of  wife,  of  infant,  friend,  and  sire, 
Make  bare  their  skulls,  and  then  apply  the  fire  ! 

"  Tyrants  are  dastards  ! — trembling  at  their  life, 
Fearing  that  Justice  would  make  sharp  his  knife. 

"  Speak  to  this  Prevost,  that  my  soul  in  wrath 
Will  every  captive  of  existence  scath, — 
Should  he,  this  monster-man, — but  even  dare 
To  stain  with  gore  a  fillament  of  hair —  200 

Yea — should  my  heart  drop  blood  to  give  command, 
I  pledge  to  heaven,  that  these  my  words  shall  stand  ! 

"  But  should  he  act,  as  man  should  do  to  man, 
Most  glad  will  I  reciprocate  the  plan. — 
It's  pleasant  to  my  heart,  mercy  to  show 
To  the  bent  captive,  or  the  wounded  foe. 
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"  But  mark  my  purpose  well — beware  thy  deeds — 
A  freeman  suffers,  swift  a  royal  bleeds  ! 
Beware  !  the  Eagle  sharps  her  talons  keen, 
To  guard  the  blood  of  her  surrender'd  men  !  210 

"  Herald,  return  and  bear  my  offer'd  peace, 
If  so  he  wills — and  grace  return  for  gi 

Brown  ended  mild — but  yet  tin-  Albion  stood, 
V^  though  his  heart  were  emptied  of  its  blood. 
\t  length,  regained  the  motion  of  his  breast, 
He  hasten'd  to  convey  the  chief's  behest. 

Waiting  the  messenger's  return,  Prevost 
Stood  in  his  trembling  like  a  palsied  ghost. 

But  Newell  comes  :  "  Put  off  this  cast  of  fear, 
And  let  the  aspect  of  thy  brow  be  clear.  220 

Our  inaiiuM  tlx>  care  of  valiant  men  receive — 
Yea — every  blessing  in  their  power  tli- 
Our  dead  are  decent  in  their  graves  intrrrM, 
According  as  to  them  were  ranks  conferr'd. 

"  But  Brown  in  solemn  oath  appealed  to  heaven, 
Except  reciprocal  was  mercy  given — 
By  all  that  lives, — in  presence  of  bis  God, 
S\vift  lieM  retaliate  on  Albion'*  liloml  ! 

"  Ho  spoke  abhorrent  of  your  grand  salute 
For  Raisin's  fit-Ill — yea— sunk  you  to  the  brute —  230 
Mentioned  the  scalp  of  Mom! — the  dMgttine — 
Unburied  Morris— other  deeds  of  sin — 
But  these  dark  scenes,  though  burning  in  bis  mind, 
Mi. ill  not  have  power  to  warp  his  nature  kind. 
And  if  your  bosom  bo  inclin'd  for  pence, 
Glad  hell  reciprocate  sweet  grace  for  grace." 

He  ended.     But  so  dark  was  Prevost's  soul, 
virtue's  self  ln>  nature  could  control  ; 
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Though  Brown  for  evil  had  return'd  him  good, 
When  he  expected  naught  but  blood  for  blood.        240 
Worse  than  a  savage  is  that  heart  of  stone, 
When  good  for  evil  does  not  melt  it  down. 

Th'  ungrateful  Briton  rising  from  his  dread, 
With  air  important  to  inferiors  said  : 

"  Well  did  I  know  that  Brown  would  never  dare 
Than  treat  our  warriors  with  attentive  care. 
His  oath  I  disregard.     An  Albion  life 
He  durst  not  frown  upon  when  bent  in  strife. 
I'll  blaze  salutes,  and  if  it  please  me  well, 
Resign  the  captur'd  to  the  savage  steel.  250 

"  Yeo,  weigh  anchor  and  forsake  the  shore, 
And  when  off  Kingston,  let  your  cannon  roar 
As  though  our  flag  had  won.     'Twill  never  do, 
At  our  return,  to  state  the  matter  true. 
What,  publish  a  defeat  ?     Britannia's  shame  ! 
Never — 'twould  sully  her  imperial  name  ! 
Yes — we'll  proclaim  the  conquest  of  the  day 
By  royal  language,  and  a  proud  display 
Of  various  splendour  on  the  coming  even, 
Far  to  outshine  the  twinkling  lights  of  heaven.       260 

"  My  next  essay  shall  be  the  state  of  York — 
The  fall  of  Plattsburg  will  begin  the  work." 

Though  boasting  was  his  tongue,  he  inward  felt 
What  baseness  feels  when  overcharg'd  with  guilt. 
He  seem'd  to  disregard  the  voice  of  Brown, 
Yet  shrunk  his  soul  to  wake  his  sleeping  frown. 
Like  him  a  boaster  with  importance  swells, 
As  though  in  valour  he  the  world  excels — 
But  lo,  a  stripling  with  courageous  mind, 
With  one  keen  glance  reduces  him  to  wind  :  270 

11*    VOL.  in. 
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Yeo  immediate  from  the  bay  unmoor'd, 
Which  fill'd  with  joy  his  mariners  on  board. 
His  keels  cut  smooth  the  bosom  of  the  sea — 
And  with  salute  and  counterfeited  plee 
He  enter'd  Kingston  as  the  sun  stood  weiirh'd, 
Balanc'd  in  heaven,  and  in  the  deep  display'd 
His  image,  soften'd  to  admit  the  eye 
To  gaze  upon  him  in  his  brilliancy. 

While  this  was  passing,  Brown  prepar'd  to  sail — 
For  now  inviting  blew  the  eastern  gale.  280 

He  gave  to  Tuttle's  hand  the  town's  defen 
Should  Proctor  madly  dare  to  drive  him  hei 
Tuttle  with  /eal  had  measur'd  through  the  day, 
Full  fourteen  leagues  to  join  the  ruiuour'd  fray — 
Vain  was  his  energy — too  late  he  < 
To  play  his  cohorts 'gainst  the  Albion  name. 

Brown  in  the  IVrt  ship  oYr  tin-  va-lake  Ilies — 
The  evening  sunbeams  fading  in  tin-  ik 
The  stars  direct  him  in  his  course  at  night — 
York  distantly  appeal  >  in  %  i<  \v  ,u  29O 

The  IVi  t  -I-  <  hires  his  coming  by  salute-  — 
He  anchors — Chaunccy  joins  him  with  his  suit — 
To  whom  be  shows  how  royalty  was  beat, 
And  how  he  fled  disordcr'd  to  their  i! 

On  joyful  wind  the  welcome  tidings  fly — 
Shouts  swelling  from  the  heart  ascend  the  sky  ; — 
While  crowding  to  the  beach  the  warriors  tread, 
The  guns  through  ether  the  achievement  spread. 

To  Chiunccy,  Brown  iimm-.li.ttrU    b< 
"  The  troop*  embark — rapid  the  minutes  run.         300 
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Now  be  it  ours,  offensive  war  to  wage — 
The  former  object  must  our  souls  engage, 
'To  strike  the  Lion  at  the  Fort  of  George — 
Below  Niagara  land  us  for  the  charge." 

He  ceas'd.     And  Chauncey  echo'd  the  command, 
For  barges  swift  to  dart  upon  the  land, 
And  bear  from  thence  the  patriots  to  the  fleet, 
In  conquering  arms  the  enemy  to  meet. 

The  bargemen  hasten  to  the  shore  and  bring, 
Proud  to  the  ships,  Boyd,  Ripley,  Forsythe,  King.  319 
Soon  is  the  navy  with  the  warriors  stow'd — 
Chauncey  weighs  anchor — navigates  the  flood. 
The  amorous  zephyrs  kiss  the  canvass  light — 
Their  honied  breaths  propel  him  with  delight. 

As  soft  the  clouds  absorb  the  evening  beams, 
And  sweetly  place  them  in  the  azure  streams — 
The  azure  streams  reflecting  them  again, 
Picture  the  heavens  upon  a  silver  plain, 
Below  Niagara  the  navy  moors, 
And  forth  the  army  lands  upon  the  shores.  320 

While  these  events  were  passing,  Rensselaer 
Resign'd  to  Lewis — next  in  character. — 
His  aged  blood,  exhausted  by  defeat, 
Requir'd  the  balsam  of  a  home  retreat  : 

Thus  a  proud  courser  of  majcstick  size, 
With  living  nerve,  defiance  in  his  eyes, 
Bounds  in  the  race  with  animated  spring, 
And  soon  outstrips  the  racers  of  the  ring. 
With  shouting  voice  the  multitude  proclaim 
His  fleetness  worthy  of  the  palm  of  fame : —         330 
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But  lo,  while  racing  in  his  aged  day, 

By  unfair  curbing  through  the  burning  way, 

A  bold  competitor  receives  the  prize — 

His  big  heart  fails — grief  dims  his  watery  eyes. 

Touch'd  with  despair,  he  leaves  the  coursing  plains, 

While  eating  sorrow  shrivels  up  his  veins  : 

So  Rensselaer,  by  treachery  subdu'd, 
Forsook  the  war-plains  in  desponding  mood, 
And  all  to  Lewis  of  his  grade  resign'd — 
Whose  bosom  held  a  jewel  of  a  mind.  340 

Now  when  Brown's  nephew  in  the  Lady  came, 
And  spoke  to  Lewis  of  the  deed  of  fame — 
Conquest  of  York, — and  notic'd  then,  the  charge 
Soon  to  be  made  against  the  rock  of  George, 
Lewis  to  Hobart  thus — Hobart,  a  youth, 
Rever'd  for  all  that's  valuable  of  truth  : 

"  Young  warrior,  haste  to  where  the  barge  are  laid 
Above  the  fortress, — 'neath  the  poplar  shade. 
Take  skilful  shipwrights  with  your  hand  beside, 
Them  to  repair,  and  launch  them  in  the  tide.  350 

"  And  \vlicn  you  cast  thorn  in  the  stream  above, 
Them  to  the  harbour  of  the  ship*  remove  : — 
Swift  from  these  waters  will  the  troops  proceed, 
When  Brown  shall  land  from  York, — to  do  the  deed. 

"  Now,  should  the  li.illcrv  from  tin-  Albion  side, 
Oppose  your  efforts — launching  in  the  tide, 
You'll  plant  your  cannon — its  combustion  burn, 
And  shot  for  shot  against  the  foe  return." 

Lewis  commanded.     Straight  with  zealous  heart, 
A  chosen  number  inarches  with  Hobart.  360 


CAPTURE  OP  FORT  GEORGE.          125 

Soon  they  arrive  at  where  the  boats  were  laid, 
Fenc'd  from  the  sun  beneath  the  forest  shade. 
The  hardy  shipwrights  enter  on  their  toil, 
To  crowd  the  chinks  through  which  the  waves  would 
boil. 

On  the  same  morn  of  th'  eventful  day, 
That  Chauncey  anchor'd  in  the  inlet  bay, 
Hobart  had  made  them  of  their  breakings  staunch, 
And  in  the  waters  them  began  to  launch, 
When  lo,  the  battery  at  the  adverse  land, 
Open'd  to  cast  them  broken  on  the  strand.  370 

Hobart  drives  back  the  effort  with  his  gun — 
Swift  through  the  lines  th'  alarming  thunders  run. 
At  once,  the  element  is  roll'd  in  fire, 
And  each  quick  instant  magnifies  it  higher  : 

Thus  from  the  rock-laid  battlements  of  death 
Complexing  trains  are  artful  plac'd  beneath — 
Yet,  though  diverg'd  in  labyrinthine  maze, 
The  whole  a  sparkle  kindles  to  a  blaze.— 
After  fair  notice,  still  the  reckless  foe 
Dares  to  advance  unmindful  of  the  blow —  380 

The  signal  waves  !     The  forted  touch  the  fire, 
And  backward,  leaping  from  the  scene  retire. 
The  smouldering  match,  exhausted  of  its  length, 
Excites  the  train  with  vitalizing  strength — 
At  first,  the  weakest  magazine  explodes — 
Presently  th'  element  another  loads 
With  flames  Vesuvian.     Another  train 
Conveys  the  darting  fire  and  lights  the  grain 
Within  a  deeper,  larger  house  of  hell, 
Which  thunders  off  tremendous,  with  a  peal  390 
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Deafening  the  heavens.     At  once  another  rolls — 
In  lightning  glimpse  another  splits  the  poles  : 

Like  this,  from  fort  to  fort  the  'larums  run — 
linn,  with  deaf  noise  exploding,  answers  gun. 
George  at  the  signal,  lightens  up  its  walls — 
Niagara  opposite,  lets  loose  the  ball-. 
1"  adjoining  bulwarks  magnify  the  sound, 
Which  swells  like  earthquakes    breaking  from  the 

ground. 

From  either  height  roll  cataracts  of  flame, 
Equal  to  nature  in  its  wildest  ir.unc  :  400 

So  when  deep  mines  contains  ilT  inflaming  gas, 
Which,  by  fermenting,  quickens  to  a  blaze, 
A  dread  explosion  to  hiirli  heaven  is  c.i-t, 
Destruction  flying  on  the  reddening  blast — 
Thick  clouds  sulphureous,  mountain-heights  involve— 
The  stars  shrink  bark — the  elements  dissolve — 
Earth  groans  with  labouring  pangs.     Fresh  from  the 

tomb 

The  dead  start  forth,  though  Judgment   Day  had 
come. 

Something  likr  tins  appears  the  conflict  dire — 
Contending  thunders  mix'd  \\itli  heaven's  red  lire.  410 

While  thus  the  globes  at  each,  like  frenzy  smite, 
The  deep-mouth'd  <  .union  rock'd  the  steadfast  height, 
To  Lewis,  lo,  a  female  \\  ,u  i  ior  came, 
Whose  eye  sbow'd  valour  of  the  purest  flame. 
He  gaz'd  her  with  surpri>e  : — "  Put  offyour  tear, 
That  I  in  this  wild  tumult  should  appear. 
My  purpose  is  resolvM — My  name  is  Doyle — 
On  Queenstown  lien  hi  m\  hu>l»and  Mood  ihe  broil 
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With  rocky  breast  against  th'  o'erwhelming  foe — 
At  every  glance  he  laid  the  haughty  low,  420 

With  Scott — expecting  Strong's  batalions  o'er 
To  give  him  strength  to  paralyze  their  power. 

"  But  when   his  treason  on  the   Heights   was 

known— 

Compass'd  with  enemies — dark — faint — alone — 
Reluctant  he  resign'd  with  bleeding  soul, 
Expecting  a  release  on  his  parole — 
This  they  refus'd — the  tyrants — hearts  of  gall  ! 
And  him  with  scoffing  march'd  to  Montreal  ! 

"  This  act  hath  stirr'd  me  to  avenge  his  cause, 
And  seek  redress  for  violated  laws.  430 

I  crave  the  honour  to  assist  the  fight 
With  yonder  engine  planted  on  the  right. 
If  not  to  wield  its  power,  to  heat  the  ball, 
That  Newark,  opposite,  in  flames  may  fall. 

"  Strive  not  to  urge  me  from  the  scene  to  fly — 
If  heaven  so  wills,  contentedly  I  die. 
My  husband  fought  them  to  defend  his  wife — 
To  fill  his  absence,  I'll  maintain  the  strife." 

"  Most  wonderous  woman  !"      Lewis   feeling  thus  : 
"  Indeed  thy  daring  seems  too  perilous.  440 

A  marvellous  sight  to  see  a  female  stand, 
Where  the  balls  fly  like  particles  of  sand. 
Would  it  be  vain  to  urge  you  to  withdraw 
In  safety  from  this  violence  of  war  ? 
Yes.     I  observe  a  something  in  your  e}re, 
That  you  would  feel  it  an  indignity. 

"  Take  thy  desire — it  never  shall  be  said, 
That  I  debarr'd  thee  from  the  wonderous  deed. 
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May  heaven  protect  thy  valour  in  the  fray — 

Thy  name  will  brighten  till  the  earth's  decay  !''       450 

With  feet  scarce  touching  of  the  path  she  wheels, 
While  conscious  virtue  in  her  breast  sin   t 
Her  proud  achievements   all  the  brave  admire — 
Her  look,  her  voice — their  every  heart  inspire 
To  reach  for  fame.     Fredonia  the  divine, 
Unseen  defends  the  matchless  heroine, 

Lewis  beholds  her  with  excited  soul, 
And  these  emotions  from  his  bosom  roll  : 

"  Columbia  !  safe  art  thou  !     J\o  longer  dreail 
The  touch  polluting  of  a  tyrant's  tread —  460 

Behold  thy  daughters,  when  that  foes  invade, 
Will  meet  them  at  the  beach  in  arms  array M  ! 
Yea — will  they  brace  their  tender  limbs  in  steel, 
And,  in  th'  opposer's  heart  their  spears  conceal. 
Their  eyes  of  beauty  will  the  brave  inspire 
To  look  with  smiling  at  a  chain  of  i> 
Let  foes  approach,  innmnerous  as  the  sand 
That  lines  the  ocean, — to  devour  the  land, 
Freedom  !  thy  daughters  will  tin-  t\  rants  toil — 
They'll  shout  the  onset  :  Liberty  and  Doyle  /"       470 

While  from  his  heart  these  .sentiments  lie  spoke, 
Loud  clamorous  war  the  rocky  ramparts  shook. 
The  globes  flew  burning  on  the  \\in-s  <>f  (lame, 
Which  Newark  kindled,  and  the  furt  the  same, 
The  blaze  quick-flashing  glanc'd  aloft  to  heaven, 
While  brands,  mad-whirling  through  tin    void  were 
driven. 

With  such  precision  the  Columbians  aim, 
They  cut  the  flag-linos  and  the  stand. ad  ni.iini. 
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The  Lion  drops,  superb  with  splendour  crown'd, 

At  which  the  patriots  shout  triumphant  sound.         480 

Lewis  exclaims  :  "  One  heart  pervades  the  whole  ! 
To  mark  your  deeds  conveys  to  heaven  my  soul  ! 
Your  fiery  circles  singe  the  welkin  round — 
Your  roar  of  battle  shames  the  earthquake  sound  ! 
Cast,  cast  in  volumes  desolations  forth — 
Prove  to  the  foe  that  Liberty   has  worth. 
To  sum  your  virtues  weakness  is  my  voice — 
Sunder  the  rocks  ! — strike  heaven  with  stronger 
noise  !" 

Fill'd  witli  the  rising  of  his  fame,  he  spoke — 
The  welkin  darken'd  with  the  clouding  smoke.       490 
At  once  a  thousand  engines  felt  the  flame, 
And  thunder'd, — sounding  through  creation's  frame. 

The  mad -drove  bolts  against  the  ramparts  smite, 
As  though  Niagara's  rock  they'd  disunite. 
Augmenting  strife  from  brazen  mouths  expires, 
Till  day's  bright  orb  behind  the  hills  retires. 
By  parts  scarce  notable  the  ragings  cease — 
The  star  of  evening  brings  the  hour  of  peace. 

During  the  turbulence  which  shook  high  heaven, 
Hobart,  conceal'd  beneath  the  smoke,  was  driven    500 
Down  to  the  inlet,  unappall'd  by  dread 
Of  solid  thunders  bursting  o'er  his  head. 

Lo,  at  this  juncture  Riddle  gain'd  the  fort — 
Lewis  saluted,  and  made  brief  report. 
Brown  had  despatch'd  him  when  he  struck  the  shore, 
As  her  last  gun  Niagara  ceas'd  to  roar. 
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